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[ne ZANZIBAR RED COLOBUS 


This animal's scientific name is Colobus 
Badius Kirhii. Itis related to the langurs and the 
snub-nosed monkey. It is one of the different 
coloured monkey sub-species that dot West and 
East Africa. The top of the head, back and tail 
are a reddish brown, 

‘The colobus does not have cheek pouches like 
the langur: Its thumb is undeveloped. This monkey 
is agile and graceful on tree-tops, but very clumsy 
on the ground, 


Compiled by K.N, Sivaranjan, aged 13, 
Lisieux Mat. Hr. Sec. School, 
Coimbatore. 
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Game 
Chat Hot 'n’ Fastl_ 47, 
2-3 flakes of garlic 


PIZZA 
(chopped) 
SANDWICHES Coriander leaves 
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(chopped) 
You need : Tomato Sauce 
Bread 1 tsp. oil 


Cheese spread 


Spring Onion (chopped) How to make it ; 
2 Green chillies pread cheese spread on the 
(chopped) slices of bread. Then spread 
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chopped ingredients together, add. 
ing a little salt to taste. Place the 
mixture on one bread slic 
spreading it evenly. Place an- 
other slice of bread on it, and toast 
in a sandwich toaster. 
‘Mabel Chacko, aged 10, 
Baldwin Girls High School, 
Bangalore - 25. 
























Dear Editor, 
© This is with reference to 8. 
Gayathri letterin the February 
issue, She had said thatcitizens 
are careless in using dustbins 
‘The garbage vans sent by the 
‘municipality overflow, dumping 
their contents on the roads as 
they goalong, Worse, the dustbins 
are not cleared regularly, 
PS. Narayanan, aged 15, 
Lisieux M.H.S, School, 
Coimbatore. 



















PUBLISH 
OVR _ Dear Editor, 

OPINION [  Twant tocompliment Yamini N. for 
‘TOO. her story Anusha's 
Valentine. 

Anusha 

)) Ramanujam, 
Std. IX, 

Air Force Golden 
Jubilee Institute, 
New Delhi. 








Dear Editor, 

I want to send a painting to 

Gokulam, If you accept it for pub- 

lication, will you return the 
painting to me? 

B, Ganesh Ram. 





acre You need: 





Any contribution you 
send will not be returned 
toyou unless you enclose 
stamped envelope with 
‘your address written on 
it. However, if your con- 
tribution is accepted for 
publication, it will not be 
returned toyou. Ed. 


Dear Editor, 

2 Can we send 
articles to you by inland 
letter? 





B. Kavitha, 
Madras -600017, 
Why not, Kavitha? Bd, 


Dear Editor, 
a 1_am_a_regular 


BERRY Bearots, chopped 


1 big onion, 


, chopped 


DAUCAS 2 tomatoes, chopped 


Coriander leaves 


n i bar der 
CAROTA Salbiotaste 





6 COUNTS 






reader of Gokulam. I 
read many letters from 
your readers, But they 
all belong to big cities 















Snippets from our readers 


© _Iwant to know the address to which I can send 


my Viewpoint 

manpages BS. Sathish Chandra, 

aaa ca aged 11, 

ee ae cade Nivedita English School, 
Pt pi Doddaballapur. 


village readers too? All contributions should 
KS.Kamble, sent o the address given on page 
Raibag-591317. 96. Ed. 
We do not dis- 
criminate between our © 





TIME 


ct 


liked Fat is Beautiful in 


readers, Kamble. But the February isue 
the number ofletters we D. Vijay Balaji, 
et from city readers ‘aged 12, 
seems tobe more. Ed. Balalok, 
Madras. 
Dear Editor, 
FS 53 [like Appu 
©) The headmaster of sng Kuku and 





your articles on 


to buy Gokulam every 2 ters 


month, Stories and 

titbits from Gokulam 

are read out in the 
school assembly. 

SSakthipriya, 

Sta.V 

PSM. School, 

Madras. 


S.Mekala, Std. VI, 
St. Mary’s G.HS.S., Madras. 





52 T have sent so many letters and a puzzle, but 
nothing has been published. You dontt give a chance 
to new readers. 

‘Shwetha, Bangalore 
Chin up, Shwetha. This got published, didn’t it? Ke 


FOOD,FAST FOOD! 


5 tsps. ghee 


How to make it: 


Heat a pan and allow the ghee 
to melt in it. ‘Toss in the onions 
and tomatoes, and stir for a while. 
Add the chopped carrots along 
with the salt, and sambar powder, 
and stir well till they are cooked. 


Chop the bread slices into 

‘small squares and toss them into 

the vegetables. Stir the mixture 

for three or four minutes. 
Serve hot with sauce. 

Dhu Priya, aged 16, 

Madras 600 101. 
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= COVER STORY 


00d has developed along 

with civilization. Man dis- 

covered that spices and 
condiments add taste and fla- 
vour to food. In countries like 
France, cooking became a fine 
art. A meal would have many 
courses, each one balancing 
the other, It could begin with 
a soup, and end with a dessert, 
with many other courses in be- 
tween. 

Even now, in our country, 
many of us eat three or four 
course meals that are tradition- 
ally cooked. 


But today, fast foods are be- 
coming very popular. Such foods 
are served fast, and can be eaten 
as quickly too. It all began with 
the humble sandwich. 





8 COWL At 





arly in this century, eateries in 

America began to experi- 
ment with the popular sandwich. 
So many different fillings could 
be put into them. Eating places 
along highways, found that trav- 
ellers wanted something that was 
quickly served, and could be 
eaten just as fast. Or they would 
Just pick up food to be eaten on 
the way. The popular eatable 
then, was the sandwich. 

Cooks experimented with the 
sandwich to make it more inter- 
esting and perhaps tastier, That's 
how, a hampatly between two 
buns was evolved into the ham- 
burger of today. Soon, highway 
fast-food restaurants began serv- 
ing the hamburger with French 
fries, in large numbers, as it had 





lementary 
schools in 
Germany have 
cooking classes 
too! Here, you 
see students 
from a school 
in North Berlin 
taking part 
in a cooking 
competition 
held by a 
cooking gas 
company. 
Students of 
the fourth, fifth, 
and sixth 
standard are 
given lessons 
in cooking. 











become very popular, With 
these, were served different 
\ds of milkshakes and cool 
drinks, Thus, you had a com- 
plete meal very quickly, without 
wasting any time 





Competition srew ferce 

as to who would make the 
better burger quickly, One among, 
the several highway restaurants 
that has grown world-famous, is 
Me Donald's 





n India too, the concept of fast 

foods has caught on, North In- 
dian fast foods, called chats, have 
become popular all over the 
county, /dlisand dosastrom the 





south, are popular fast foods up 
north, 

Enter a fast food restaurant, 
and most probably you'll be bom- 
barded with a lengthy menu, that 
has north and south Indian vari- 
eties, as well as western food. 

Eating out has become a popu- 
lar pastime with young people as 
well as adults. Thus, as fast food 
becomes faster and more inter- 
esting, more restaurants pop up 
to serve hungry customers, 

But let’s not forget mummy's 
and grandma’s cooking skills. 
After all, that’s where everything 
began -in a kitchen! 


S. SRIDHAR 
9 








TENCE] 


ne night, I woke up disturbed by a 
cryl looked out of my window, and 
saw aman fall from one of our coco- 

nut trees. Was he a coconut thief? 
Tran out of my room and woke up my 
dad. He grabbed a stick and ran outside. 


But the thief was nowhere to be seen. || 


\\ This happened the nest day to 


\ But on the third day, my dad|) 
caught the thief, He took him to|| 


the police station, 
What an adventure! 


C. R. Akshay Dev, aged 7, 


i - 625 003. 
“ Madurai 





THE THIEF 








Q : Where do fishes live? 
A: On water beds! 





Q = Whatkind of music do 
aliens listen to? 
A: Nepetunes. 
MAN. Harish, aged 11, 
Madras - 600 028, 


i. 


wi 





| Ramu : His teeth are like 


the ten commandments 
Mohan : What do you 
mean? 
Ramu : All broken! 
1. Alcina Mascrenhas, 
aged 10, 
Bombay - 81 


Q 
& 


oe STERN SEAL 


AN UNCLE’S 
REVENGE 


arish’s mother looked very 

astonished. For several mo- 
ments, she just looked at Abhay. 
‘Then, her face becoming normal 
again, she asked, “Why do you 
want to know, Abhay?” 

Abhay shifted awkwardly in 
his seat. This was the sticky 
part, Aloud he said, “I'm 
learning karate auntie, and my 
karate master said he used to 
know him.” 

“Well if that’s the case, then 
its all right,” Mrs. Rangarajan 
relaxed slightly and leaned 
back. ‘Then she began talking 
in a low voice as she sought to 
answer Abhay’s question. “You 


-| | 


CLL 
‘ 


see Abhay, I don't find it easy to 
talk about my brother any more, 
because it’s been several years 
since we spoke to each other, In 
fact, you could say we have cut, 
off our relationship.” 

Abhay was surprised, and 
it must have shown on his 
face, because, Mrs.Rangarajan 
smiled. “It sounds strange to 
you, doesn’t it Abhay? You 
cannot imagine not talking to 
Asha.” She sighed and was 
silent for a moment. 


cy» athir and I were very 
close in childhood, and 


we grew even closer when we 
lost our parents quite early in 
life. Staying at our grand- 
parents’ home, we were always 
helping and supporting each 
other. But Kathir has an 
extremely jealous nature and 


NIN 


‘_ = 


somalia 11 





was quick to get into fights. 
When I got. married, he 
somehow never felt fond of 
Harish’s father. He was living 
with us, and daily finding 
excuses to argue with my 
husband, calling him ‘big rich 
man’ and other silly things. 
“One day my husband felt 
deeply hurt by something 
Kathir said to him. I was so 
angry that I asked him to leave 
our house, It shocked him, He 
thought I would tolerate 
anything he did. He left that 
day, and he was very bitter, 
saying he would get even with 
us, we would regret insulting 
him, ete. I did not pay much 
attention to it, because, since we 
had lost our parents, Kathir felt 
bitter towards the whole world.” 
Mrs, Rangarajan’ eyes were 
filling up with tears. She 








Sitar ooked ino Wa era 
that he was a teacher, hdc! 


Nithin: How did you know that? 
Sita: | could see his pupils! 

Paul Linus 

aged 11 

Ponda, Goa, 





paused to wipe them, and Abhay 
felt very uncomfortable. Why 
was he causing her so much 
misery? He wished he had not 
come on this errand of 


investigation. 
“S ince then, I have not 
seen my brother,” said 
Mrs, Rangarajan. “Iheard from 
some of our relatives that he had 
gone to live in Coimbatore. But 
he never got in touch with me 
again. And now, with Harish 
being taken away from me like 
this, I often find myself 
remembering Kathir too 
Harish’s mother was crying 
softly. 

Abhay stood up. He walked 
shyly up to her and said, “I'm 
sorry to have upset you auntie. 
Please don'tery. I'm sure Harish 
will be found soon.” 

Mrs, Rangarajan sniffed and 
smiled. 

“Thanks, Abhay. Harish is 
lucky to have friends like you, 
who are so concerned about 
him.” 

Abhay left, feeling relieved 
that the difficult task of 
speaking to Mrs, Rangarajan 
was over, It was quite late in 
the evening, but he decided to 
drop in at Sensei Murali- 
dharan’s house before going 
home. 








crowd of cycles 
A outside the house 
told “him that several of 
the other boys from his karate 
He entered, 
and found Sensei in the midst 
of a group of boys who were 
listening attentively to his 
words. 

“Come, come Abhay,” Sensei 
greeted Abhay. “We are just 
hatching a plan to deal with this 
kidnapping.” 

Abhay first asked permission 
to call and inform his parents 





class were inside. 





where he was. 

Asha picked up the phone, 
and she sounded very curious 
about what was going on. 
“Listen Akka, I'll tell you 
everything when Ireturn. Just 
tell Amma that I'm at Sensei’s 
house and will be coming back 
soon.” Abhay was eager to get 
back to the group. 

Jayavelan, Shashank, Murad, 
Mahesh and Praful, sat with 
serious expressions. Sensei had 
told them the whole story and 
they were waiting to decide 
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what they would do next. 


6 o boys, we are the only 
ones who know that 
there is a karate connection in 
this kidnapping. That is what 
we must investigate, Abhay, did 
you learn more about Kathir? 
“No sir, I could not find out 
anything except that he had a 
fight with Mrs. Rangarajan 
several years back and has not 
met her since. She says he went 
to Coimbatore.” 
“Then what about the 
photograph?” asked Sensei 


“Who were the others with him 
in the photograph?” 

“I am sure one of them was 
Muthu, Peter's assistant, and 
another was Peter Masilamani 
sir,” said Abhay. 

“Yes, that fits in with what I 
know,” said Sensei reflectively. 
“After losing his black belt with 
Sensei Murthy, Kathir began a 
rebel class, and claimed to have 
got direct affiliation with Tobu- 
Ryu karate, Japan.” 

“And Peter and Muthu were 
his followers sir?” asked 
Jayavelan. 








“Yes, they were together for 
several years,” said Sensei 
Muralidharan. 

“Perhaps Peter is involved in 
this kidnapping sir?” There was 
anger in Mahesh's voice. 

“I don’t know,” said Sensei 
thoughtfully. “Peter may be 
after publicity but he’s not one 
to deliberately commit a crime. 
At least, I don't think so.” 

“But then how do we find 
out?” asked Jayavelan 
pertinently. 


ensei continued to be 
thoughtful. Finally he said, 
“The only way is to join them.” 

“What?” shouted several boys 
together. 

“Today is Monday. The 
kidnappers want the money to 
be paid by Wednesday. Our 
chance to find out is to go to the 
karate class in Peter’s dojo 
tomorrow evening and try to 
pick up some news.” 

‘There was a sudden silence. 

“You. mean, we should 
pretend to be Peter's students 
sir?"asked Abhay, a sudden fear 
tightening his stomach. 

“Yes, Abhay. You and Praful 
should go to Peter’s class 
tomorrow. The others are too 
well known as my students. We 
will be waiting outside to see 
there is no trouble.” 





Abhay looked at all the boys 
in the group. All eyes were fixed 


on him. He felt that this 
moment had been lying in wait 
for him ever since he noticed the 
blue Fiat. He nodded and said, 
“All right, sir, if you think its 
safe.” 


raful clapped a hand on 
‘Abhay’s back. There was 

an excited chatter among the 
boys as they sat down to plan 
the details of the next evening 
with their karate master. 

Abhay sat among them, 
feeling excited, and scared too. 
After all, tomorrow it would be 
him facing Muthu and Peter on 
their own ground. 

How would he come through? 


SCHARADA BAIL 


NEXT MONTH : ALONE 
AMONG STRANGERS! 


COM 5 15, 

















COVER FEATURE 
RECIPES 


heese is ahelthy and quite affordable 

{on Amul cheese cube costs you Rs. 3/-) 
food item. Used os a topping, it con make 
ordinary dishes very tot. 


Cheese Rolls 
You need : 


1 cup leftover potato curry 
2 cubes of cheese, grated 
Bread crumbs 

Moida 

Salt 

Chilli powder 

Oil 


ore the potatoes in the curry, and 
imix with the grated cheese. 
Make a dip with maida, 
woter, salt ond chilli 
powder to toste. It 
should not be too 
watery 

Rall the potato 
‘and cheese mixture 
into little rolls an inch 
in thickness. 
ip the rolls into 
the maida dip 
‘ond roll them in the 
bread crumbs. 








Deep fry in oil, << 

and drain on sheets 

of brown poper. The 
brown paper will 
absorb the exces ol 
Eat hot with chutney 
or tomato sauce. 


TOASTS 


aur 





rover vegetoble 
curry (any vege- 


wo 


_ SAY CHEESE! 


Butter 
How to make it : 
Bote 22 eed sero wh 

the vegetable curry. Sprinkle gene- 

rously with cheese ond place on hot fav, 
fillthebreod becomes crisp. Moke sure the 
toast does not bur. 

You can alo pop the topped bread slice 
into on oven to to 

IF there's no letover vegetable, you 
«can top the bread with slice of tomato, 
or boiled potate and sprinkle cheese on 
top. 








SANDY 





a4 
jet! 


oom, 


B 


Deepa Krishnan of Bombay met Sister 


¥. Undir some days ago, 


Deepa : Hi, Sister Undir! 
Sister Undir : Hi there! How do you know 


Lad = 


Deepa : 1 read Gokulam, you know. 
Sister : Oh! I see... 


7 
YW WW Deepa: Do you know how popular you are? 


Sister : Am 1? I don't know... All the credit, 
goes to Anuradha aunty. 

Deepa : How is Brother Undir? 

Sister : Oh, he's fine! 

Deepa : Do your classmates still tease 
Bhiki? 

Sister : No, now they dont. 

Deepa: And I also read about how boy-mice 
don't speak to girl mice. 

Sister Undir : Yes, you're right. But once 
‘we move to higher classes, this will stop. 

Deepa : Well, I've got to buy 
vegetables for mummy. I've got 
to g0..... 

Sister : ‘Bye, then! I went 
shopping for mummy too, (Shows 
Deepa her basket of vegetables 
and groceries). See you! 











STORY — 
wg J See what Uncle 


4 © Moorthy bought 
for me from Singapore!” cried 
Sandhya, holding high an exqui- 
sitely shaped perfume bottle. 

“Wow! Itlooks great! Give it to 
me," he said, making a grab forit. 

“Wait... the lid...” before 
Sandhya could finish her sentence, 
Chink - Chink! The bottle lay 
smashed to smithereens on the 
floor. 

“You idiot! You did it on pur- 
pose!” shouted Sandhya. 

“Lam sorry di 
take,” said Anil, staring at the bro- 
ken bottle in mise 

“What is this?” their mother 
asked, rushing into theroom."How 
could you be so careless — the 
new scent bottle!” 

“He did it on purpose! He 
was jealous!” wailed Sandhya. 
No, I didn't Amma. It 
slipped from my hand,” said Anil, 
beginning to cry. 

‘As Sandhya and Anil 
began to fight, their 
mother was annoyed. 

“That's enough,” she 
said firmly, “We will ask 
Uncle Moorthy to get you an- 
other.” 

“We can't ask for gifts,” said 
Sandhya, running into her room 
and banging her door shut. They 
could hear her sobbing. 

“Oh! Amma! [really didn't mean 
to drop it,” said Anil. 

“Tknow dear. She will be alright 
































after some time,” soothed his 
mother. 





inner time. Sandhya didn't 
D speaka word to Anil. He felt 
miserable. Later, they went into 
their room to do their home-work. 
‘Complete silence reigned. 

“Didi, today,” began Anil, but 





































notes he had missed in class. 
“Oh, you collect stamps too!” 
Varun exclaimed, 

Anil eagerly took out his 
stamp albums, He loved col- 
lecting stamps. He had stamps 
of almost all the countries in 

the world, He showed them to 
Varun, 

“Hey Anil” he said, pointing to 
‘one stamp, “This looks like the 
stamp my fatherhas been searching. 
for. He'saphilatelist too. It's pric 
less.” 

“Really? I didn't know that,” said 
Anil looking at the old stamp from 
England. 

He had found the stamp inside 
an old envelopein his grandfather's 

















stopped, as 
Sandhya just 
turned away. 
Sandhya wa: 
smouldering inside, 
Ithad been her first gift 
from abroad. She had 
‘wanted to show it to all her 
friends, when they came for 
her birthday party. Now eve- 
rything was spoilt. All be? 
cause of Anil’s carelessness, 
She would never forgive 


he next day, Anil’ 
7 new friend Varun, 
over. He wanted to copy some 





























As they entered the shopping 
arcade, Anil saw a board that 


read ‘CUSTOMS DUTY 
SHOP’. 

“Papa, whatis that?"heasked, 

“They are authorised shops 
thatsell goods confiscated by the 
customs,” said his father. 

“You mean things from 
abroad?” asked Anil, excited, 

His father nodded. 

“Papa, I want to have a look. 
You go ahead, I will join you,” 
said Anil. 








letter box. 

“Let's tke it to dad and ask him 
how much it is worth,” said Varun, 
excited. 

So off they went, 

When Varun's father saw the 
stamp he was delighted, 

“Marvellous! I would give you 
Rs.500/- for this myself,” he said. 

“Really! But I don't want to sell 
it, uncle,” said Anil, feeling very 
rich and proud, 

T know beta, keep it safe,” he 

said, handing it back to Anil. 

4A il went rushing home to tell 
everybody the news. 

andhya didi! Guess what my 

stamp is worth?” he asked. 


Sandhya just glared at him and 




















Anil was hurt, He wanted to 
show her he was really sorry. 
‘hday was on Mon- 
cing aweekday, they de- 
cided to have dinner outon Sunday, 
after shopping for a new dress. 





20 couni'os 


I stepped into the shop,and 
headed for the perfumes sec 
ion. There it was — the scent bot- 
te, exactly like the one Uncle 
Moorthy had given Sandhya. 
“How much does it cost?” Anil 
the salesgirl. 
three hundred and fifty ru~ 
pees,” she replied. 
So expensive! Anil knew h 
didn't have that much money in his 
piggy bank, He really wished that 
he could present it to Sandhya on 
herbirthday. How happy she would 
be! He walked ahead to join his 
family. 
‘a ey glum face! Cheer up! A 
4 ile improves your face 
said Sandhya smiling at 
him. Anil couldn't believe his ears. 
Dad and mom looked pleased too. 
The cold war was over! 
“Let's bet who is going to eat 
more rumali rotis.” said Sandhya. 
“I, of course! said Anil puffing 




















value! 





out his flat chest. He was so 
happy — he wanted to hug his sis 
ter- so that’s what he did, 

Baby, don’t get mushy,” said 
pushing him away play- 
ly. “I just couldn't stand SAD 
ACK Anil any more.” 

‘They enjoyed their dinner very 
h, Anil could not sleep that 
ight. 

“T must give her « lovely 
he thought. Suddenly, he 
sat up in bed. 
“Why didn I 
hewondere 































for the sun 

After br 
ng to Varu 
Off he went, jumping two steps 
In his pocket, was the 











English stamp. 


Z as Anil entered the 


mummy asked, 
“Where have you been, hurry 











t T've got!” 
Anil showed her the parcel. 
“What i 
puraled 
‘Suh!" said A. 
onth 








‘asked his mother 






he keptit 
coming in to collect her books 
according tod 





time table, She 








was wearing the new birthda 
dress, When she saw the gift, 
0 a smile of 


ked An 
birthday gift from me, 
replied proud! 
























—and there it 
tely shaped bot- 


She unwrapped 
was — the exqui 
tle! 


“Oh An 








! Oh, An 





Sandhya unable to say 
more. 


must have cost a 
id his mother a 
, L sold my p 
my sister 






ed. 








stamp. Is reprecious 





than a priceless piece of paper 





jumping up and down with 


delight. 


said Sandhya, giving 
.“Stop that pompous 
ahug, 

Anil, “Don't get 








Baby, 
mushy!” 
USHAN, 





KOUNDINYA 


ther PV.Gana- 
x pathi Appa Pillai, was an ad- 


voeate by profession. He was 
involved in our country’s freedom 
movement, and was a close friend 
of Shri, V.0.Chidambaram Pillai, a 


well-known freedom fighter, 


ASS 








Neus my great-grandfather’s life 
was filled with adventures and in- 


Ss teresting anecdotes. This is one such inci- 
dent. It happened in 1929, After attending 
case in the High Court at Madras, my great 
grandfather boarded a train for Tuticorin 
SS where he lived. His co-passenger happened to 
be a police-officer. Soon he picked up a conver- 

eS sation with my great-grandfather. 
He began bragging about his achievements 


as a police officer. Then he said to my great- 
grandfather in a hushed tone, “You know! I am 


Ss going on a secret mission to Tuticorin. This time, 


V.O. Chidambaram cannot escape. We have in- 


meen formation that some important documents are 
kept in the house of V.O.C.’s close friend. I am 
es going to raid that house.” 


Gt) Je soning innocent curiosity, my great- 


grandfather asked the police officer, “V.0.C's 
friend? Whom are you referring to?” 
Cae The officer drew closer to my greet 
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grandfather, and making sure 
no one else could hear, whit 
pered, ‘Itisone PV.Ganapathi 
Appa Pillai. Do you know him?” 

The police officer did not 
know that he was speaking to 
PV.Ganapathi Appa Pillai 
himself! My great-grand 
father replied that he had 
heard of him! 

The following morning, the 
train reached Tuticorin, The 
police officer wished my 





great-grandfather a good day 
and left, 


y great-grandfather 

hurried to his hous 
and shifted the ‘documents’ to 
asafer place. He then waited 
for the police officer. There 
was a knock on the door. 





‘There stood the police officer, 

with two of his local assist- 

ants. My great-grandfather 

went forward and introduced 
self, 

‘The police officer's face 
turned pale, Without utter- 
ing a word, he turned, 
mounted his horse and rode 














IT IS ONE 
Pv. GANAPATHY 
APPA PILLAL- 


away. 

Needless to say, my great- 
grandfather had a hearty 
laugh! 


G. Saraswathi, 
aged 11, 

Holy Angel's ISC, 
‘Trivandrum, 
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LOOKING BACK 
region and green slopes, 
Nehru loved mountain 
trekking. He felt thrilled at 
the sight of the tall green trees 
and the animals romping 
about fre 
then resting, and then jumping 


















— now grazing, 


s the year 
Nehruji 








extended tour of 
the North: 
region of Ind 


astern 








thrilling, bec 
rugged mountainous 
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about 

Inthe villages, Neh- 
ru met the people who 
lived there. He talked 
to the children asking 
them about their pl 
time activ He 
gave them many gifts, 
toys and toffees, that 
all children love, but 
which they do. not 
normally get in thei 
faraway village shops, 





ies, 






















The people were overjoyed, 


and performed special dances in 
honour of the visitor. Infected 
with their enthusiasm, Nehru 


joined them in the dances. 








* Mow high ae you, Bhima? 


A\s the visit neared its end, 


the people p 
with bamboo h 
baskets they he 













for him, ‘Then came the 
special surprise pres: 
ent — a Himalayan 
Panda 


Cute and small 
built, the panda 
belongs to the bear 

species. Incolour, 

habit and build, 
it is peculiar to 
the Himala 
yan region. The 
grows no 
more than a foot tall 
and lives mainly on 


tender bamboo 
shoots, bamboo [> 
leaves, sweet J 
grapes and 
milk, 
Chacha 
Nehru was 
excited with 
the gift. He 





















immediately made arrange- 
ments tolook after the pretty pet 
inhis New Delhi home, the Teen 
Murthy House. twas theofficial 
residence of the Prime Minister 
then, (Ithas now been converted 
into the Nehru museum.) 


The Panda soon had two eager 
playmates, the grandsons of 
Panditji. ‘Rajiv and Sanjay 
became friends with the cute 
panda bear, They named him 
Bhimsa. The boys madea fenced 
lawn enclosure covered with 
chicken wire, to house him. This 
was in a cool corner in the gar- 
den of the Teen Murthy House 
compound. 

Bhimsa had to be kept under 
watchful eare. He did not attack 
people,nordidhe attempt torun 
away. But the tribesmen had 
warned Nehru that the sworn 
enemies of the Panda were fero- 
cious eagles, that could even 
snatch him away. 


Datnis coot winter months 
suited the panda admirably. 
However, Himalayan born ashe 
was, the summer heat caused 
problems, The native of th 
cold Himalayan region and its 
forests, found Delhi with its ex- 
treme heat, the gust of hot winds 








and duststormsduringsummer, 
just unbearable. 

Duringsummertime, Bhimsa 
found in Nehru a very kind and 
considerate friend. However 
compelling his other duties, 
hru always found time for his 
pet. He made it a point to feed 
Bhimsa personally. He would 
pour milk into a dish and coax 
Bhimsa to lap it up. He would 
make it eat sweet grapes and 
tender bamboo leaves 





Ween the fat bast of sum- 
mer began raging in all its fury, 
Bhimsa began getting listless, 
Fearingthe worst, Nehruquickly 
made arrangements to have the 
panda sent to Nainital, to be 
taken care of in the 200 there. 

Tiny Bhimsa had captivated 
every heart in the Prime 
Minister’shousehold. There was 
quite a gathering to bid Bhimsa 
goodbye at the New Delhi rail- 
way station one evening. The 
party was headed by Nehru's 
grandchildren, Rajivand Sanjay, 
‘They acted as grandpa’s special 
representatives in the send-off 
party, 


VISALAM 
RADHAKRISHNAN 


‘Alt Have you seen a catfish? 
Krishna: | didn't know eats caught fish! 


K.Radhika and 


B.Ramya, 
Madras - 600 034. 
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umpa loved Mohulia at first 
sight 

The village looked green with 
its sal, sawal, kusum and mohua 
trees. 

The Subamarekha river lowed 
quietly through it 

A small mountain, steep and 
stony, stood on the opposite bank 
of the river. 

“That's Bear Hil," Uncle Nihar 
said one day. 

“Bear Hill?” Tumpa looked at 
her uncle, 

"Yes," he said, “A number of 
bears live there.” 


Tumpa looked at the hill in 
surprise, It was covered with 
black boulders. No wonder the 
black bears chose the black 
caves as hide-out! 

"Could we see a bear some 
day, Uncle Nihar?” asked Tumpa. 

“They live high up in the hill,” 
uncle replied, "But sometimes 








they walk down at night. 
Come, I'll show you the 
pug marks of bears....” 

"No, no!” Mother 
frowned at Tumpa, “You 
need not see that!" 

Uncle Nihar laughed. 

“Bears spend the day 
inside their caves, 
sleeping,” he said, “They 
come out only after 
sunset, to eat fruit from 
those trees.” 

“Oh, do they?” asked father 
surprised. 

“Not only the foothills,” uncle 
smiled in reply, “Some adven- 
turous bears even raid the 
orchards of the village. Once, in 
the middle of the night, a villager 
awoke to find a black bear 
hurrying away, with a ripe 
pumpkin tucked under its 
forelegs.’ 








“He,he!” Tumpa laughed. 

“The animals have an 
amazingly retentive memory,” 
uncle said, “They know when and 
where to look for ripe fruits.” 

“Just ike our Tumpa!” Mother 
laughed, “She knows when and 
where to steal my achhar’ and 
‘murabba!” 

Tumpa hid behind her father. 
How did mother know? 














arly the next moming, they 

went out fora walk along the 
river bank. Uncle Nihar looked at 
the hill on the opposite side of the 
river. 

“Let's go to the other side of 
the river today," he said, “It's more 
beautiful.” 

“You must be out of your mind,” 
said father, "How are we to cross. 
the river?" 

“The water is only knee deep 
here," uncle assured him, “Look 
atthe huge boulders sunk into the 
shallow waters. We can use them 


eS 


as stepping stones.” 

Uncle hopped on the stones, 
and was soon on the other side 
of the river. 

Tumpa and her parents 
followed suit. 

They had a pleasant walk 
along the bank. 

“'m feeling tired,” said mother. 
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“I want my breakfast,” said 
father. 

“Let's rest for a while,” uncle 
smiled, “then we'll return.” 


lose to the river stood a 
mohua tree. They sawa 
huge flat rock under it. 
“Let's sit on that stone,” said 
uncle. 
Tumpa_ ran 


towards the 


boulder, leaving the others 
behind. Suddenly she stopped 
a few yards away from the 





boulder. Was that a black rock? 
She rubbed her eyes and looked 
again. The big black rock had 
suddenly tumed into a black bear! 

Tumpa was stunned. The 
blood ran cold in her veins. 

Uncle Nihar had wanted to 
show her the footprints of a bear. 
But this was a real live bear! 


Fa was surprised to see 
Tumpa stop so abruptly. 
“What's the matter with you, 
he cried, and went 





Tumpa whispered, 'A be-a-t! 

“A bear!” Uncle and father 
were taken aback. They stared 
at the furry animal. 

The bear lay flat on the 
ground. They looked at the 
animal in awe and wonder. Was 
it dead? Had it been bitten by a 
poisonous snake? 

Their thoughts were suddenly 
disturbed by a rumbling sound, 
“Khaaa-khaa! Khaaa-khaa....” 

The bear was snoring in its 
‘sleep! It was very much alive then! 
But fast asleep! 

They stoodin silence, while the 
animal continued snoring 
“Khaaa-khaa.” 

“Tu-mpa-aaa!” shouted 
mother, “Careful! Come back!” 


he bear stopped snoring 

Slowly the animal opened 
‘one of its eyes. It looked up at 
the sky, sleepily. 

The bear's eye wandered. 
Sitting up, it looked at mother with 
one eye still closed. As soon as 
the bear's eye fell on uncle Nihar, 
it opened the other eye with a 
start. Hurriedly it rubbed the sleep 
out of its eyes with its fat paws, 
and took a hasty look around. 

Tumpa wanted to run. Buthow. 
could she? Her legs seemed 









Tailed to the ground. 

The bear's blood-shot eyes 
blinked twice, its ears cocked up. 
It surveyed the people in front of 
it. Suddenly the quietness of the 
river bank was shattered by a 
sharp whistle of alarm, like the 
blowing of a conch-shell. It was 
the bear! Tumpa stared at the 
animal, Its eyes were shining 
behind its thick fur. The next 
moment, it performed a 
somersault with its heavy body 
at a remarkable speed, and — 
hortor of horrors, the black furry 
animal was standing before 
‘Tumpa on its hind legs! 


oth Tumpa and the bear 
stared at each other fora few 
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ggdAY WISH 


T don’t want gold necklaces, 
Nor pretty dresses; 

| don’t want chocolates, 

Or expensive toys; 

But | want you, 


my precious dad, 


Busy working in the 


middle-east, 


\— For my birthday feast. 


R. Lalitha, aged 10, 
Trivandrum - 695 040. 


moments, Then with a sudden 
jump, the animal headed straight 
for the black hill, Suddenly it 
stopped. The animal bent its 
head low, with the crown almost 
touching the ground, and looked 
at them from between its legs. 
The next moment, it stood up and 
ran again. Three times the bear 
looked back at them in this 
curious manner, to see ifthe men. 
were chasing it. 

Soon the animal disappeared 
‘over the top of the hill. 

“Good thing you didn't run, 
Tumpa,” said Uncle Nihar. 

“Cute bear," smiled Tumpa, 
“But who was more frightened— 
the bear or us?” 


‘SUKHENDU DUTTA 





+QUEEN 


‘The night was pitch dark, 
ent, except the dog's bark. 
was a queen there, alone, 
Wearing the colours of night, and a throne, 
‘The colours of night, 
Was nothing but the sky, bright! 














The stars were the decoration, 
uple-black dress. 

«@ fine combination, 
worth admiration. 







dress, 
out in all her glory, 
ul as a fary, 

n rose, tt being very mean, 





OUR ENVIRONMENT 





lastics and polymers 
P have become a part of 
our life today. We begin 
the day by brushing our teeth 
with a plastic toothbrush. We 
wear clothes made from poly- 
ester and nylon, which are man- 
made polymer fibres. 
Everything is 
available in attrac- 
tive plastic con- 
tainers and bags. 















We just throw them out after 
use. We don't know, or don’t 
want to know what happens to 
them after that. 


hen we throw away 

waste, the organic mat- 
ter in it perishes after sometime 
and gets absorbed in the ground. 
But the non-biodegradable 
wastes remain in the soil as they 
are! They neither decay nor 
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decompose. They do not re- 
act to ai,water and the micro- 
organisms useful to soil. As a 


= 





, 
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LASTIC. 
PROBLEM 








result, the soil loses its fertility. 
Nothing can grow on it after 
that,and it becomes barren. 

In many countries, waste 
matter is sorted out at home 
itself, into bio-degradable and 
non-biodegradable matter. 


I nthe USA.,people use a lot 
of plastic bags and contain- 
ers.These are dumped in sepa- 
rate dumping grounds allotted 






for them. But the problem is, 
that the USS. is running out of 
space to dump non-biodegrad- 
able matter. 

In Italy, these are dumped 
into the sea. But this creates 
problems of its own. The plas- 
tics float, cause aquatic pollu- 
tion,and harm the creatures of 
the sea. So in these countries, 
there is a green movement go- 
ing on, where everything they 
use is environment friendly. 
More and more people are try- 
ing to use paper bags instead of 
plastic ones. 

study conducted by the 
National Environment 
Research Institute has revealed 
that 70% of all available water 


NS 





in India is polluted. Much of this 
pollution comes in the form of 
plastic bags, bottles, etc. 

In Simla, plastic carry-bags 
have been banned, because 
when they are thrown about, 
they block the drains of the 
town, 

Many people think that plas- 
tics can be disposed off one easy 
way — by burning 





them, But burning plastics is 
dangerous too — poisonous 
gases are formed during this 
process. 

Recycling is ote good solu- 
tion to this problem. But our 
best bet would be to stop us- 
ing plastics and plastic bags as 
much as possible. 

Supriya D. Nambiar, Std. VIII, 

‘Chinmaya Vidyalaya, 
Kerala. 
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K. Keerthana Karumbaiah, aged 12, 
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S. Nithya, aged 11, 
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nce upon a time 
fairy was flying 
when she spotted. 
wanted to eat it, but she could 
not break the shell. So she flew 
along with the walnut to the 
nearest house. She flew in 
through the window, and s 
little boy fast ~ 

on a bed. 

She woke him up 
and asked for a 
nutcracker. 

1 don’t know where 
my mother keeps it,” said 

Qy, “1M wake her up 
and ask her. 

“No, no!” said the fairy, 
“Your mother will put me ina 
bottle and show me to 





Wa 











“PML bring it my 
said the boy. 


. then,” 


s he searched for it, he 
knocked a glass down by 
mistake. His parents woke up 
and ran into the kitchen, 

“A fairy has come,” the boy 
told his parents," She wants a 
nutcracker.” 

“You are imagining things,” 
said his parents. 

“No,” said the boy, “I'll 
show her to you. But you must 
promise you will not shut her 











Nia 





in a bottle and show her to 
body.” 
e won't,” 


eve 








they promised. 


© they took the nutcracker 
S aaa vent tothe boy's 
bedroor 





. The fairy heard them 
\d was frightened. She 
der the bed. 
Come out and meet my 
parents,” the boy told her, 
“They will not harm you.” 
The fairy came out. The 
parents broke the nut and gave 
it to the fairy. She ate it, said, 
Thank you,” and flew away. 





Shriram P. Siravara, aged 8, 
Bangalore - 560 078. 
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here was great excite- ‘And all or them are of 
ment in the court of King 
Jayabalan. Forien. the 


that'snice,”’ said 
renowned world traveller was 


theugh his 
visiting the country, and was smile sudden- 


the personal guest of Jaya- ly foze. 
balan, Everyone was greatly "Maybe 
impressed by him. 
Forien was very tall ond 
strong. He had a deep voic 
which he used effec- ( | NS 


tively, when narrating his expe 
ences. He had gone to almost 
every country in the world, and 
had a lot of things to say 

Even King Jayabalan 
quiet and attentive when Fc 
spoke. 


SE\AJ notisimoortant he 
happiness of c nation 
is not money, but sentiment, 
saidForien, “Astatue oran omna- 
* mental arch gives more satisto 
tion than o full meal." 

“We have a lot of statuag 
* said King Jayabaic 
40 cous 




















you should 
have some stat- 
ues of other people 
}."" Now Jayabalan 
4 smiling, 

at other things can we 




















s 


















do to appeal to the senti- 
ments of the people? 
‘asked Arivil, the minister for 
education, quickly. in or- 
der to change the topic. 
‘Well, you can select a 

ational bid and a national 
animal, and make sure 
they are well-protected, 
said Forien. 

‘Which bird or animal 
shoud we select?” asked 

Koothadi, the minister 

for culture. 

That depends on 
what bird of animal is 
mostly associated with 
your country,” said 
Foriegn. “in one coun- 

tr visited, the national 





animal was the llama, and in" 


another it was the yak.”* 


orien left after a couple of 
days, Of all the things he 


A Jayabalan Story 


had said, the idea of anational 
animal had impressed Jaya- 
balan the most 

He called his ministers for a 
discussion. 
et us select a national an 
mal,” the king said, 

What about a national 
bird?”" asked Koothadi, who 
wos an avid bird watcher. 

That's strictly for the birds, 
the king said jovially, and allthe 
ministers laughed dutifully 

Let’s just choose a national 
animal,” said the king again. 

We are all eagerly wating 
for your Majesty’s choice,” said 
Sigoinasam, the home minister, 
















bending almost double. 

“Lam all for the lion,”’ said 
Jayabalan grandly. “It is the 
king of beasts, and tis like me 
— brave, strong and noble. 

“Yes, yes," said several m 
Isters. “'Let the lion be ou 
nation! animal. 






lvli voiced an objection, 
But there are no lions in 
our country. 

“All we have to do is bring 
some lions into the country. 
said Sigainasam, 

“Well, what do you say. 
Janwarappa? ‘the king asked. 
Janwarappa, the minister for 
‘animal welfare, hemmed and 
hawed and finally said, “Itisnot 
possible, Your Majesty. We 
don't have the right terrain to 
rear lions in the wild.” 

“How about the hippopota- 

mus?'’ asked Ganabadi, the 
minister for heavy industry, who 
had just then woken up from a 
nap, 
“Just because it looks like 
you, sit?" the king quipped. All 
the ministers broke into guffaws. 
Ganabadi himself broke into a 
wide grin, and managed to 
look very much like a hippo. 

“Why don’t we choose the 
dog?" Janwarappa said. “After 
call it is man’s best friend 

‘You are barking up the 
wrong tree,” said the king, and 
then rocked about with laugh- 
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ter at his own sally. The ministers 
noisily joined in. 


e polar bear and was iaughed 
‘You'll make me hopping 
os duly appreciated 








for his wit. 





jarisumai, the finance minis- 
tet had this suggestion to make, 

Let's take an animal census 
‘and the animal that 
is most common in 
our country can be 











the national 
animal,” 
All the 
ministers 
thought that 
this was.a good 
© idea, Jayabalan 
‘also approved 
of it, Janwar 
‘appa was en: 
trusted with the 
task of taking 
the census, 


he verynext day, he organ 

ized a counting operation, 
Its happened that a number 
‘of wild asses from the neigh- 
bouting deserts had strayed into 
the country, fo escape the fury of 
the monsoon rains. So it was 
found that the ass had an 
overwhelming majority, 


The donkey therefore 
was named the 
national animal 
Jayabalan made 
aprociamation, 
that here- 





after the donkey should not be 
used as a beast of burden. A 
feeble protest by the washer- 
menof the country wasignored, 


grand function was ar- 
ranged. King Jayabalan 

ceremoniously mounted a 
donkey and rode in triumph 
along the main streets of Jaya- 
balpore. 

Thousands of people thronged 
the roads, cheering lustily 

“Long live King Jayabalant”’ 
the crowd roared, “Long live 
the ass! 





JANAKAN 


Mother : What is a 
noun? * 

Prakash : A person, 
place or thing. 

Mother : Good, what is 
a pronoun? 

Prakash : Err... mmm... 
A really good noun? 


Ly 


Hunter : Yesterday, | 
went to hunt a lion. 
Friend : Then? 
Hunter : The zoo 
workers: kicked me 


Raju: | had given you 
a beautiful, amusing § 
parrot on your birthday. 
How was it? 

Pramod : Very tasty. 


Q : Who is an 
opportunist? 
A: One who 
demands 
soap if he falls 
accidently into 
a well. 





Kishore : Let's play 
a game of wits. 
Kiran : No! Choose 


a game you can play 
too! 





Pravin : Why 
did you hit Raja? 

Ashok : He in- 
sulted me by ask- 
ing whether | knew 
how to sing! 

Pravin : | don't 
think he meant 
anything wrong... 

Ashok: He 
asked me that 
when | was sing- 
ing! 








Q : If two cows helped each other 
what would that be? 







Santosh R. Nair, 
Bombay - 421 202. 








nce upona time in a village, 

there lived a cheat who 
traded in counterfeit coins, In the 
same village lived a good mer- 
chant who had a big shop. 

Now, the cheat always bought 
things in the merchant's shop, 
and paid for them with his coun- 
terfeit coins, The merchant. al- 
ways accepted the coins, even 
though he was aware that they 
were fake. 








ne day, the merchant had 
to make atrip out of the 
village. His assistant was in 


charge of the shop, The cheat 
came to the shop as usual, made 
some purchases, and paid in 
counterfeit coins. 

‘The shop assistant looked at 
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the coins and said, “These coins 
are fake, I cannot take them.” 
The cheat quietly went away. 





hen the merchant re- 
turned, his assistant 
told him about the cheat. 

“You must be careful, sir,” he 
said, “This man comes to our shop 
day.” 

“Tknov" the merchant replied, 
“I knew that the coins were fake.” 

The assistant looked 5: 
prised, “If I returned the coins,” 
said the merchant calmly, “He 
would just pass them on to oth- 
ers. I didn’t want that. So I take 
his coins everyday, and throw 
them into the river.” 















Retold by 
KOLAR KRISHNA IYER. 








{CHAT 
/HOT ‘N’ 
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STATUTORY WARNING ey) 
‘TOO MUCH JUNK FOOD 1S 
INJURIOUS TO YOUR DAD'S PURSE! 





we Spoon your deliclows way 
through this game! 

4 TWO OR MORE CAN PLAY, 
ROLL THE DICE. GET: SET Gol 






Cut and paste these calns 
on hard “boat, 


7, 
Use them as counters an 
for this game, Ld 


STORIES RETOLD BY READERS ————————- 


oO nce upon 
a time, 
all birds could 
not fly. This 
made them the 
prey of many animals. Since 
they were soft feathery crea- 
tures, they could not defend 
themselves very well. So it 


happened, that the number of 
birds began to decrease. 
“Let's goto Sahota, the God 
Now 1t 
Cannot H a: 


jal?” 


harms! 


of Birds, and ask him to help us,” 
the Dodo said, “Or soon, we'll 
all be extinct." (That the Dodo 
became extinct much later on, 
is quite another story.) 


S the birds went to Sahota 
Jand begged him to save 
them from this life of constant 
danger. 

Sahota was moved, and won- 
dered what to do. He then went 
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THE NEEDLE 


IN THE 


HAYSTACK 


Than’s70 rad 
Saho €al 


to Brahma 
and asked 
for help and 
advice. 
Brahmapulled 
out a little gold needle from his 
upper garment and said, "Give 
this to the birds, and ask them 
to sew on wings, so that they 
might fly.” Sahota was delighted. 
He took the gold needle to the 
birds and told them what to do. 









ne by one, the birds 
began to sew on 
wings to their sides — the 
parrot, the crow, the eagle, 
the hawk... And one by one, 
each of them tried theirnew 
wings out— and lo! They 
found that they could fly! 

The lazy hen watched all 
this excited activity through 
half closed eyes. 

“Il sew on wings 
tomorrow morn- 
ing,” she decided. 
Most of the birds had sewn on 
wings, except for the hen, the 
dodo and the ostrich. 

“t's your turn now," the mag- 
pie gave the needie to the hen, 
“Sew on your wings.” 

“I will," the hen said sleepily, 
and tucking the needle under a 
feather, she settled herself on a 
haystack and went to sleep. 


hen morning came, the 
hen found the needle 





missing. She searched and 
searched — she pulled out a lot 
of hay in the process, but the 
needle was not to be seen, 

That's why, even now, hens 
scratch about in the ground 
wherever they go, in the hope 
of finding the lost needle. 


T.Suria Narayana Pandian, 
aged 12. 

Kendriya Vidyalaya, 
Coimbatore. 








i IK lived in a sleepy 
* fishing village, Kilo: 
metres away from the 


city. The fish smell that hung 
over the village was some- 
thing that she had grown up 
with, After drinking the 
morning's gruel, she joined her 
mother and the other women of 
the area, in beating the rough 
coir to make rope, as usual. The 
hard life was the only thing s 
had ever known 











‘The sun was 
a blinding glare 
over the sea 

Shadinghereyes, 
Valli squinted 
and spotted the fishing boatsgar 
out at sea. How she wished she 
‘was out on the sea in her father’s 
boat! It would bob on the waves, 
while she threw in her net and 
hauled in a catch of shimmering, 
leaping, silvery fish. The cuff she 
got on her ear brought her back 
from her dreams. Her rough 
hands speedily resumed thetwist- 
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ing of the coir 


ne of four children, Valli was 

the fourth daughter, Her 
parents often lamented, “Wish 
we had four strapping son: 
But her father did make them 












do a son’s 
share of 
work, ‘They 





I 


Wo 
would help him mend 


the fishing nets and separate the 
daily haul of fish. The girls would 
carry baskets offishon their heads 
to the lorries that came to the 
Village to collect them 

“Move faster!” their father 
would urge, Though it was tiring 
work, Valli prefered the work her 


father gave her, to the work with 
the village women. 


ne day, Valli had hesitantly 
asked her father, “Appa! Can 
Tcome out to the sea with you?” 
“No!” he had thundered, and 
Valli had crept away quietly. 
Vallt’s father, like many of the 
other fisher-folk, believed that 
their fortunes depended on keep- 
ing the Sea Goddess happy. They 





believed that a woman aboard a 
fishing boat would anger the Sea 
Goddess. 

Looking around to make sire 
that no one was looking, Valli got 
nto her father’s boat, picked up 
the heavy oars, and dreamt her- 
selfat sea. The boat drawn upon 
the sand was close enough to the 
water, to lend a realistic touch to 
her play acting. 

“Valli! Vallit Where has the 
girl disappeared to again? Valli!” 

Valli was startled out of her 
daydream by her mother’s angry 
voice. Quickly climbing out of the 


aT 


boat, Valli ducked and ran be- 
tween the coconut trees to emerge 
near her mother. She skillfully 
avoided the blow on her ear, and 
ran to finish the chores of the 


day. 
(ow day,ablue 





and green tour- 
st bus came to the 
village, Out of the 
busemerged young, 
stylish girls dressed 
like the heroines 
Valli had seen inthe 


tent cinema . 

‘The thirty odd college girls 
seemed amused by the open- 
mouthed admiration of the vil- 
lage children, who followed them 
around Ike eager puppies. AS 
the afternoon progressed, the vil- 
lage children watched fascinated, 
as the girls danced to music, 
played wonderful games and 
posed for photographs. Valli 
‘wished that these beautiful, fun- 
loving girls would never leave. 
But all too soon, the teachers 
who had accompanied the girls 
began to call them in. A slight 
drizzle had started, and the sky 
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had begun to darken. The sea 
which had been clear and tran: 
quilall day, was looking grey and 
churlish. 





Srvey there wasashout. A 
girl was frantically trying to 
wade ashore. Just when it looked 
lke she would make it, a huge 
wave toppled her. The laughing 
girls had become a huddle of 
frightened, tearful, children. Th 
grey clouds that had descended 
seemed to end the magical «lay 
Forabriefmoment, Valli stood 
petrified, watching the lone fig 














ure being swept into the sea 
“The Goddess is annoyed,” the 

's muttered. The teachers 
incharge pleaded with the fisher- 
men to save the girl. While they 
argued and worried, Valli quietly 
slipped away from the crowd. She 
sw that it was a dangerous 
ig that she was thinking of 
doing. But something compelled 
her tot. The rain had begun to 
lash at the coast, and the waves 
looked dangerous. Valli was sure 
that none of the fishermen would 
push out their boats or attempt 
swimming, to the rescue the girl 























her father’s boat 
nto the sea, ‘The oars 
were nearly wrenched from her 
hands, Waves washed over the 
boat and drenched her. She swa 
lowed her fear and struggled with 
the boat. The raging wind 


i pushe 
out 














drowned the calls from the shore. 
Vallt refused to look back, and 
stubbornly fought the waves 

Valli felt fear gripping her. 
Peering through the drizzle, she 
could make out the struggling 
form trying to stay afloat, The git! 
was a good swimmer. But the 
efforts to keep fromdrowning were 
fast tiring her. Her fears forgot~ 
ten, Valli knew that everything 
depended onher. Herarmsached, 
but she rowed nearer. A sudden 
swell took her beside the girl. 
whose hand tried to grasp the 
heaving boat. Without wasting 
any more time Valli threw the coil 
of rope used to tie the boat, to- 
wards the desperate girl. Her 
work-roughened hands tugged 
with all their might. The rescued 
girl collapsed at the bottom of the 
boat. Valli turned her father’s 
boat towards the shore. 




















s the boat neared the beach, 

helpers rushed to pull the 
boat in, and take charge of the 
rescued girl, Valli found herself 
hugged and kissed by the tour- 
Ists, who pressed gifts into her 
hand. Everywhere, there were 
hands patting her, and faces 
smiling at her. Through the 
crowds, Valli saw her father fol- 
lowed by her mother and sisters 
moving towards her. Her joy was 
replaced by a terrible panic. Her 
father would punish her for dar- 
ing to defy the Goddess. Her 
seared eyes cautiously sought her 
father’s. She noticed an expres 
sion in them that she had never 
seen before. Vall’s father gave 
her a tight hug. 

Lam proud of you, girl!” he 
whispered. 
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ust yesterday, Subbu 
Paati* was sitting outside 
her house, telling a s 


J 


to some children. Seven- 





old Deepak came running to her. 
“Paati, paati! Look what | 
found on the road! A fifty paise 
coin! Paati, please paati, shall I 
go and buy a chocolate with it?” 
Pati looked at her grandson 








with a twinkle in her 
eyes, 

“But that is not your money, 
Deepu!” she said. 

“Finders keepers!” 

“Alright! Give it to me now. Ill 
tell you a story. Then you can 
do whatever you want with it.” 

Paati was an excellent story- 
teller. That's why the kids loved 
her, And her stories were always 
about real people — people she 
knew or had known. 
coe 
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1 ago, when I 
began Paati, 
only to be stopped by giggles. 
The children just could not im- 
agine dear old pati as a young 
girl 

‘suthere was a rich Chettiar 
who was known to be a very nice 
man. Poor Chettiar, he had some 
trouble with his legs. He had 
been advised by the doctor to go 
for regular walks. 
“One day, when the old man 


was returning home after his 
morning round, he found an 
eight anna coin on the road. He 
picked it up, and looked up and 
down the road. But he saw no 
one. So he.. 

“So he put it in his pocket and 
went back home happily. The 





END!" said Deepak dramatically 
“What Paati? Such a short 
story!” 
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no, This is just the 

beginning, you impa- 
tient fellow! The Chettiar did not 
put the coin into his pocket. In- 
stead, he decided to walk back 
uphill to the nearby temple, to put 
the coin in the ‘hundi’, 





“Just as he started on his stow 
painjul trip, young Muthu, the 
local painter, came by. 
“Namaskaram, thatha**,” he 
said, "Going so late to the tem: 





fo, Muthu. [found a coin on 
the road, and since it isn't mine, 
I thought 'd offer it to the tem- 





If you don't mind, give it to 
me and I will do the job for you,” 


*"Boxto drop offerings Ina temple 
* Grandpa 





offered Muthu kindly. 

“The Chettiar did so happily, 
and went his way. Muthu was 
just nearing the temple gate, 
when he saw a man selling 
groundnuts. He did not have any 
money on him save the eight 
anna.coin which the Chettiar had 
given him, Tell me children, what 
do you think Muthu did? He was 
very hungry.” 


‘ must have bought 
the groundnuts with 





that coin," said Ravi. 

“No. Our Muthu was not all 
that bad. But he couldn't resist 
the groundnuts. So he decided 
to cheat just a little. He went to 
the vendor to get four-annas 
worth of groundnuts, and in- 
tended to put the other four- 
annas in the temple's hundl. 

“Groundnuts for four annas? 
Hmmmm.... that means 25 
paise, For 25 paise he would 
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have got four or five peanuts, ha, 
ha," laughed Suresh, an eleven- 
year-old boy. 

“No, son. In those days, four 
annas could fetch alot. Anyway, 
Muthu went to buy the nuts. But 
the hawker did not have four 
annas change. So Muthu bought 
groundnuts for the entire eight 
annas, But do you know what 
he did? He gave away half the 
groundnuts to an old 
beggar sitting at the 
temple gate. 

“Take this, 
old man. The 
Chettiar found 
a coin and 
asked me to put 
it in the temple 
hundi. But I 
bought these, so that you and I 
could eat them.” 


B« the beggar was afraid 
of God's wrath. “Should I 


eat the nuts bought with the 
money intended for God's use? 
And the Chettiar always gives me 
alms every morning’, he thought. 
So he took the nuts, hobbled 
across to the pujari and told him. 
"Sir please accept this small of- 
Jering and use it when you make 
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puliodarai* prasadam*, 


ie) so children,” said 
Subbu Pati, “That is 
where the eight anna coin ended. 
Now tell me, who was the best 
human being among the three 
characters in this story?” 

“The poor beggar, of course,” 
exclaimed little Rani, “So nice 
of him to donate the nuts when 
he could have eaten them him- 


~ self.” 





Hmph!" jeer- 
ed Raju. “He 
did it out 
of selfish- 
ness, because 
he was scared 
God would pun- 
ish him. I say 
the painter was the best man, 
He so kind. He offered to 
help the old Chettiar, He also 
had the good sense to share his 
groundnuts with the beggar.” 
“But Muthu did not do as he 
promised!” scoffed Suresh. “He 
used the money meant for the 
temple. | think the Chettiar was 










the best human being. Even 
though his legs ached, he wanted 
{o walk upto the temple to drop 
the coin in the hunéi, 


“Tamarind rice“ Sacred offering 





“PYShrough all this, 

Deepak, the 
little boy who 
had found the 
coin in the first 
place, remain- 
edsilent. Then, 
as though think- 
ing aloud, he 
said, “But he was 
a rich man. He 
didn'tneed money. If he wanted, 
he could buy FIFTY chocolates 
for himself each day!” 

Paati smiled, and patted her 
dear grandson's head. 

“Young man. All the three 
men were good. But I think, you 
may all now agree, that the 
Chettiar was the best among 
them. For it was he who first 
realized that one should not as- 
pire for others’ possessions. The 
coin was not his to use, so he 
did not want to use it. At the 
same time he did not want God 
dess Lakshmi in the form of a 


coin to lie on the 
road. And lastly 
children, Muthu 
and the beggar 
too had some 
good qualities — 
that of sharing 
and caring, and 
respect for the 


old, 
“But pati! What do I do 
with the coin now?" wailed 
Deepak, unsure now as to how 
‘good’ he had to be. 

Paati laughed. Taking out a 
pouch from her waist, she took 
out a two rupee note, and 
asked her grandson to buy 
chocolates for two rupees fifty 
paise. 

‘And distribute the sweets 
among all the children sitting 
here,” she added. “Ya-hoo!" 
shouted the kids, “Dear Subbu 
Paati! You are even better than the 
Chettiar!” 





MALA KUMAR 








MUMMY FORGOT! 


TPs incident ocured wien | wasn te svt sanded My mothers ver forge 
“Let go to the market” she tld me one d"Go on ahead. take the keys and jin you” 
Now mother already had the keys inher and But absent-minded she began to search in 

her bag The hes, of cours, were nat there-Then she began to search ll over the house. 
| returned to see what was keeping hee“l can't find the keys” she told me 
“Mur cried, "You hare them in your hand” 

She began to laugh 2t her own forgtiulness We locked the house and eta ast, 
[Alcina Mascrenkas, aged 10, Bombay - 81. 
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Keer 1 RNOW ELEPHANTS) 
ARE GOaD SWIMMERS. 
BUT THE MAN WILE, 
IDROKN BEFORE 
"You "REACH HIM L 
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(COLOUR THIS HAPAN, VET WET SCENE? 
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<__] SCHOOL EXPERIENCE 





COMPETITION 


ttendance was taken. The 
class teacher looked at us 
and said, “Anessay writing 


competition is to be held by the VS 
INFO, on computers, in our school. 
Iwant you girls to participate.” 

There was a buzz of murmur 
around the class. No one volun- 
teered. 

“Ramya,” said the cl 
“Why don’t you give it a try? 

“Teacher, me?” I said doubtfully 
standing up. 

“Yes, you,” the teacher replied, 
“Come prepared on Monday.” 

Back home that evening, I did 
look up some information on com- 
puters. But I had no confidence in 
myself. This was the first time that | 
‘was participating in a competition. 
My parents encouraged me, and 
spurred me on. 


M onday came and went. I at- 
tended the competition. It 


62 commerce 





acher, 


















was done at last 

A few days later, the annual ex- 
ams began. On the day of the maths 
‘exam, my friends surrounded me as 
soon as I entered school. 

“You are wanted by the principal 
in the staff room,” they told me, 
“You've won the competition.” 

I did not believe them. Was this 
some sort of an April Fool joke? 

Iwas busy figuring out my maths 
sums during the exam, when the 
principal en- 
tered the class 
room. 

“Who is 
Ramya?” she 
asked, 

I stood up. 

“Congratulations!” she said, 
handingan envelope to me, “You've 
won the essay writing competition.” 


he whole class looked up 
from theiranswer papers and 
chorused, “Congratulation 

1 just couldn’ believe it 

After the exam was over, Lopened 
the envelope. : 

There was a letter saying that 1 
had won the essay writing competi- 
tion, and that my essay was ad- 
judged the best essay from our 
school. I was to get a computer 
course free during the vacations. It 
was a wonderful moment for me. I 
just couldn’t wait to tell my par- 
ents 














Ramya R. Shenoy, aged 14, 
Keyes High School, 
Secunderabad. 
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It was a fine Monday evening, 
and the school bell rang as 
usual at 3.00 p.m. I left class, 
deposited my bag in the school 
auditorium, and went out to play 
with my friends, 

But most of my class-mates 
had gone home. Most 
probably, they wanted to 
study forthe half-yearly 
exams, which were to 
begin the day after 
tomorrow. 

Bored at last, 
decided to leave. I 

picked up my bag 
and went home. 

“I'd better 









I 





start studying,” I thought, and 
opened my bag. To my horror, I 
found that the books inside the 
bagwerenotmine. They belonged 
to Deepak, who studied in 
standard VIIL. 

Thad picked up the wrong bag 
by mistake, because 
it had looked like 


mine. 


) FThonsstmoming, 
Treached school, 
with a worried 
face. I had not 


revised for a test, 
and I had not 
done any 
4 home-work. 
JQ 
v 
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DIWALI EXPERIENCE, 








CARELESS WITH 


CRACKERS 


ast Diwali, my mother 
had asked me to 
preserve a few 


crackers for the on coming 
Korthigai Festival. 

So | packed a few 
crackers, in a sheet of 
newspaper, climbed on a 
chair, and was about to 
place the crackers on the 
top rack of my shelf, Suddenly, 
the crackers slipped from my hands 
and fell to the ground. There was 
a flash of light,and the crackers were 
lit somehow, 


y mother who had just 
M entered the room acted 
quickly. She picked the packet 
up, ran to the door, opened it, threw 
the burhing crackers into the balcony, 
and shut the door. She had received 
‘a few burns in the process. 
‘The whole incident was over ina 
Pt 
Would I get my bag back? Had 
Deepak taken my bag by mistake, 
or was my bag lost? 

When I entered class, my 
friend said, “A boy named Deepak 
was waiting for you. He just left 
for his class.” My spirits lifted. 
Deepak surely had my bag then. 

Tran to his class with the bag. 


“Sorry,” said Deepak smiling, - 
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minutes, 
but it seemed 
like hours to me. 
| was still standing on the chair; 
panic-stricken, My mother helped me 
down from the chair, hugged and 
comforted me. 





God nothing serous happened. That’ 
why | always tell you to be careful 
with crackers.” 





Srividya C., aged 13, 
Carmel G.H.S., 
Trivandrum, 
7 ir 
“Taco to have taken yourbegby 


mistake.” 
“My mistake too,"T apologised. 
Even though I received a few 
scoldings for not having done the 
homework, and for not having 
prepared for the test, Iwas: 
Thad got my bag back. 
KS. 
Madras - 600 
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ce-cream works its 
I magic on all alike, at all 

times. Ice-cream is loved, 
be it the heat and dust of sum- 
mer months or the shivering 
cold of a harsh winter. Chil- 
dren especially, are completely 
Jost under its spell! 

But though ice-cream has 
been a delicacy for centuries, 
the beginnings of this delicious 
frozen dairy food is not easily 
traceable. One story refers to 
the Roman Emperor Nero (AD 
37 - 68) sending slaves to the 
mountains to bring back snow 
which he took sweetened with 
honey and fruit pulp. But the 


CREAM 


ICEt0 





Catherine de Medici to the fu- 
ture Henri II. Buontalenti, one 
of the cooks taken by her to 





France, first made it for the 
French Court. Soon the new 


ICE- ‘CREAM 


real spread of ice-cream in 
Europe took place around the 
fourteenth century. 


Mee. Polo (1254-1324) 
returned to Italy from. 
China, with news of a confee- 
tion made of snow, and the 
Italian cooks developed it fur- 
ther, It is said to have arrived 
in France with the marriage of 


dish, called cream-ice, and 
moulded into amusing shapes, 
was being served on the tables 
of European royalty. Louis 
XIV (1638-1715) is said to have 
surprised his court with egg 
shaped cream-ice, in cups of 
silver and gilt. While in far 
away America, guests of the 
first lady, Dolly Madison (1768- 
1849) at the White House, 
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Pops 


Banana 


Youneed : 

‘ripe banana 

Honey or chocolate syrup 

Wooden sticks from ice-cream bars 
Aluminium fi 


‘How to make it; 

Pee! me banana carey Cut te barana 
eo wo pices barony Inger he ees 
sok at he cee of the base. Make sue the 
anana dove soit 

Wap ea pop wih ol aliiom fo 
ke sire you dnt cruz he nana Freeze 
for ve outs Remove andra he opin ash 
honey or coc sp 

Neu" pp i deicousy rad oe 

Priscila Edvard, ge 12, 
Bombay 2, 








were thrilled to find a huge 
mound of pink ice-cream, on a 
silver platter in the centre of a 
table covered with delicious 
dishes. 


B eing the fancy delicacy 
that it was, cream-ice 
could not long be kept away 
from the common man. 1670 
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saw Francisco Procopio selling 
ices, at a cafe in Paris. It be- 
‘came so popular, that by 1676, 
two hundred and fifty ice- 
makers had mushroomed in 
the capital. Gradually, cream- 
ice took the name it has today. 
With competition, products 
began to be advertised. One 
of the first advertisements for 
ice-cream appeared in a New 
York paper in 1786, and read, 
“Ladies and Gentlemen may 
be supplied with ice cream 
every day at the City Tavern 
by their humble servant, 
Joseph Crowe.” 


B ut ice-cream was not 
asy tomake. The ear- 
liest ice-creams were beaten 
and then shaken by hand, in a 
pan of salt and ice, until it be- 
came firm. Later, around 
1846, came a freezer that had 
to be cranked by hand. It was 
not until the development of 
the continuous freezer in the 
1920s, that the manufacture of 
ice-cream became quick and 
economical. And today, the in- 
dustry offers a wide variety in 
shapes and flavours, to suit the 
different tastes of the people 
slurping it up! 
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his happened to me two years 
T ago. My sister and | had gone 
shopping,and were on the bus back 
home. | paid the conductor for the 
tickets, and received a one rupee 
coin as change. Bored with the long 
ride, | began to play with the coin 
| put it on my forehead,and allowed 
itto roll down my nose, 


must have had my mouth open, | 
think, for the next moment, the 
coin rolled right into my throat. 


DANGEROUS 


COIN 


Alarmed, | pinched my sister. She 
at once realized what had hap- 
pened, and shouted,"Hold on!" to 
stop the bus. 

The bus stopped, and everybody 
rushed to my aid, including the 
driver. Soon,a whole group of peo- 
ple were exchanging suggestions as 
to what could be done. 


y then, | was starting to strug- 
gle for breath. Fright made 
tears roll down my face. Suddenly, 
a young man pushed his way 
through the crowd, and made me 
bend forward. He then thumped 
me soundly on the back, just be- 
low my neck. Within seconds, the 
coin dropped out of my mouth. 


Bend 
tape 





Greatly relieved, | turned to the 
young man to thank him, But he 
scolded me roundly for playing with 
the coin like a baby. 

‘Some days after this incident,the 
young man came to my house, To 
my great surprise, | learnt that he 
was my father’s friend. I still keep 
the one rupee coin safely. It re- 
minds me of my foolishness,and the 
young samaritan who saved my life, 

Rahul DA., aged 13. 

This interesting experience 
was sent by Rahul D.A., aged 
13....? We don't know any other 
particulars about him. Many 
fwriters like Rahul, send us con- 
tributions without important de~ 
tails like NAME, AGE, AD- 
DR AND SCHOOL 
NAME. 

All young contributors to 
Gokulam must write these par~ 
ticulars on the top right corner of 
every page of your manuscript 


Ed, 
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d 
Oe ew 

nything you want to 

do, can be completed 

by sheer determination. 
Plan carefully, and there's 
nothing you cannot achieve. 
Of course, there will be 
many distractions like visi- 
tors, television, movies, etc. 
But make up your mind that 
these distractions will not 
intrude into study time. 
Determination is what you 
need then. - Let me tell 
you a story from the 
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Katopanishad. 


nee upon a time, there 
lived a rich brahman 
called Gautama. He wa 
performing a sacrifice. At 
the end of the rituals, he had 
to give alms to the needy. 
Gautama began donating 
cows, which were old and 
useless, and which could 
hardly walk 
Nachiketa, the young son 
of Gautama was watching 












the scene, He was very up- 
set by his father's actions, 
“It's like giving stale food 
toa begger. Ill be of no use 
at all,” he thought, “It's not 
good. | am healthy and 
strong, Father can give me 
away to someone, I'll be 
useful at least.” 
He turned to Gauthama, 
“Father,” he said, “To 
whom will you give me 
away? 
Angered 














at what he 


thought was an impertinent 
n 


question, Gautama 
swered, “I'll give you awa 
to Yama, the God of Death.” 

Now Nachiketa took this 
very si He set out 
at once to Yama's king- 
dom. 


oO n reaching Yama's 
abode, Nachiketa 
found that the God of 
Death had gone out. 


Til wait,” he si 
“Have some food,” 




















Yama’s attendants of- 
fered, 

But Nachiketa re 
fused 





can't eat,” he said, 
“Until some doubts of 
mine have been cleared 
by Yama 








Yama returned three days 
later. He was surprised to 
see Nachiketa. 

“Who are you?" he asked, 
“And what do you want?" 

“Lam Nachiketa,” the boy 
replied, “And I seek knowl- 
edge.” 

“Did you have anything to 
eat?” Yama asked. 
‘O Lord!” his attendants 
interrupted, “We offered him 
food but he would not eat. 
He said he wanted some 
doubts cleared firs! 

ama felt 


Y considered 


keep a gu 
out food 














1, It was 
a sin to 
est wailing with- 











“O Nachiketa,” Yama said, 
“Please me for three 
boons.” 


Yama wished to expiate 
his sin of keeping a guest 
hungry for three days. 

“Send me back to my fa- 
ther,” said Nachiketa, “And 
let him receive me with kind- 
ness.” 

“So be it,” said Yama. 

“Teach me how I can go 
to heaven and become a 
deva,” said Nachiketa. 
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wigs 











“It will be 
done,” said 
Yama. 

“What hap- 
pens after 





death?” asked 

Nachiketa, 
What happe 

to the Atman’ 


ama_hesi 
ain 
‘You are ask- 
ing for the Su- 
preme Knowl- 
edge,” he said, 
“Lean't give it to 
you, MIlgive you 
riches un- 
drei of in- 


























1 don’t want 
said Nachi- 








keta, 

'il grant you long life,” 
aid Yama, 

It’s not what I 
Nachiketa. 

Finally Yama gave in, and 
taught Nachiketa the Su- 
preme Knowledge. 

So you see, Nachiketa 
achieved what he wanted 
with endurance and deter- 
mination. 











k," said 





Prof. P.A.SEETHARAMAN 

































You need: 
Black modelling cardboard 
Black kite paper 
White modelling cardboard 
Scissors 
Glue 
String 
Stapler 


How to make it: 
(Cur out a big circle from the black cardboard. Shape 
the circle into a shallow cone, and staple the sides together. 

Cut out eight strips of black kite paper,one inch in width 


= SPIDERMAN! 


Fold each strip in and out. When you unfold the paper, It 
should fall zig-zag, like in the 
picture, Glue the eight strips 
to the base of the cone. 

‘Cut out two eyes from the 
white modelling cardboard. 
Glue smaller black circles on 
them, and paste them, on the 
cone. 

Thread a string through the 4 
top of the cone, and hang ic J, 
near a window or door. You 
can write messages on 
Spiderman like ‘THANK YOU 
FOR COMING’ WELCOME’, 
"HAPPY BIRTHDAY’, etc 





R. Seetha 








he computer has become 
T one of the most powerful 
forces in today's world. 
Each of us is dependant on a 
‘computer in some way or other. 
Computers can open up job 
opportunities and provide chal- 
lenging careers. Personal com- 
puters can entertain you with 
thousands of challenging games 
PC users can also compose 
music, paint pictures and even 
maintain personal records on 
them. Apart from this, comput- 
ers can be also educative. We 
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God BLESS 


have thousands of educational 
programs available in science, 
mathematics, art, music and 
more. 

Computers can help you 
budget and balance your 
cheque book. It can even fore- 
cast next month's budget, 
based on the previous months’ 
budgets. Computers are used 
to correct answer sheets, store 
data in banks, and for billing in 
supermarkets. This article too, 
was typed out and stored in a 
computer. 





pe are useful in 
business, engineering, 
science, etc. Thousands of sci- 
entific applications are proc- 
essed evey second throughout 
the world. One such important 
activity is weather forecasting, 
If meteorologists can be sup- 
plied with worldwide data about 
air pressure, temperature, hu- 
midity and other values, they 
can give an accurate prediction 
of weather at various locations. 
Computers can store these 
data, and process them at enor- 
mous speed, to give accurate 
forecasts, 


T oday, no business can sur- 
vive without information 
To get the required information 


COMPUTERS 


from the data collected, com- 
puters come handy. The rate at 
which business organisations 
are being computerised, shows 
how important the computer is. 

But computerisation can 
have its problems too. One of 
them is unemployment, This 
occurs when technological 
change eliminates jobs. On the 
other hand, this also opens up 
job opportunities for skilled 
people, 


nother problem faced by 
Aicroue: users, is the 
errors made during data entry, 
When the user inputs wrong or 
inaccurate data, the result re- 
ceived from the computer is in- 
accurate. This is what compu- 








ter users refer to as, Garbage 
in garbage out. 

Computer error can affect in- 
dividuals. It can pose greater 
threats to society too. In 1979, 
an Air New Zealand jetliner 
crashed into a mountain in Ant- 
arctica, killing all 257 people on 
board, Investigation revealed, 
that the major cause of the 
crash, was the pilot's use of a 
computer that had been reset 
without his knowledge. De- 


Computer Crimes 


Cr are substantial 
and deliberate threats to 
the rights of others, like 
theft, fraud, sabotage and van- 
dalism. Because of their com- 
plexity, invisibility and flexibility, 
software systems are easy 
prey to crimes. Crimes are not 
only easily committed, but 
also easily disguised. 
They can be 
committed by 
an unethical in- 
sider, or by an 
outsider who 
breaks into a 
system. The out- 
sider who il- 
legally breaks 
into a system is C 
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pending on the computer's in- 
structions and unable to see 
clearly, the pilot believed that 
the plane was flying over wa- 
ter, when in reality it was head- 
ing towards a mountain. 


nthe absence of proper con- 
trols, the skilled computer 
user can steal programs or ma- 
nipulate data, in order to affect 
a company’s properties, Peo- 
ple can also erase data or dam- 


called a HACKER. 


tis interesting to know that 
most hackers are young 
boys jn their mid or late teens, 
andare extremely skilled. Most 
of them do it for fun, to show off 


HELP...HELP... 
HACKER... 
HACKER... 





age vital organisational sys- 
tems. Another potential danger 
is the growing menance of 
Hackers (see box). This is be- 
cause many users are tempted 
to sneak a look into the records 
of friends and big organisations, 
just to see what they can un- 
cover. 

A few years ago, there was 
a lot of confusion over the uni- 
versity exam results. This was 
due to errors in entering the 


to their friends. They try to 
break the security systems of 
leading organisations. 

Here are two instances of 
people breaking into computer 
systems. 


ravel agents in Wood- 

lands Hill, California, de- 
frauded American Airlines of 
frequent fliers tickets totalling 






marks into the computer. The 
university had just computer- 
ised its system then. Most of 
the papers were revalued 


oday, computer systems 
T are developed as foo!- proof, 
keeping in mind these negative 
effects. And inspite of prob- 
lems, computers have become 
an essential part of our daily life. 
Computer Point, Adyar, 
Madras. 





$1.3 millions. The agents used 
the airline reservation system, 
where they created fictious 
accounts with miles flown by 
legitimate passengers, not en- 
rolled in the frequent fliers 
program. 

Acomputer hacker in Ascot 
Gardens, England, was con- 
victed on four counts of prop- 
erty damage. He broke into a 


HACKER! 


computer system, de- 
leted andadded files, in- 


serted messages, and 
changed passwords of 
existing users) = 
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HISTORICAL CITY 





hose of you who 

have visited Ban- 
galore, would have 
seen the Kempe Gowda 
Circle, the Kempe 
Gowda Road and prob- 
ably the Kempe Gowda 
Theatre, You must 
have seen or visited 
Kids Kemp the chil- 
dren’s wear showroon 
on MG Road. Behind 
all these names stands 
a great leader, a fear- 
less warrior and a man with 
foresight and vision. He is the 
great Kempe Gowda, one of 


Father 0 








mull Ps was tolerant to- 
wards all religions. He is said 
to have discontinued the bar- 
baric practise of women offer- 
ing their fingers to god, as a 
ritual. The valour and 
strength of his army made his 


Bangalore 


the ablest rulers of 
Yelahankha. What is today 
known as Bangalore was the 
capital of Yelahankha. 


ore than 500 years ago, 

Kempe Gowda su 
ceeded his father Nange 
Gowda, as the ruler of 
Yelahankha, a province under 
the Vijayanagara Empire. 
Kempe Gowda loved his peo- 
ple. He composed songs in 
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enemies fear him, He built an 
ammunition factory in 
Ramagiri 





Liens: say, that he 
dreamed of the sacred 
cow Kamadenu and the sa- 
cred tree Kalpaka Vriksha, 
and decided to build his capi- 
tal city where Bangalore 
stands today. Another story 
says,that he saw a rabbit fight 
against a dog, and so, chose 





that site to be his capital. He 
erected a strong mud fort, and 
constructed the Gavi 
Gangadareshwara Temple 
and the Basava Temple in 
Basavanagudi. The big bull 
at Basavanagudi and the tem- 
ples, are tourist spots now. 
‘The four towers in Lalbagh, 
near Ulsoor Lake, near 
Basavanagudi Temple, and 
near Mekhri Circle, were his 
city limits. 


severe drought 

made his people 
suffer heavily. Kempe 
Gowda took several 
bold measures to bring 
relief to them. He 
minted his own coins 
called Bairava Tankas. 
All this angered the 
then Chief Minister of 
Vijayanagara, Kempe 
Gowda was jailed for 
five years. ‘The em- 
peror of Vijayanagara 
soon realized his mi 
take in imprisoning an inno- 
cent man, and released him 
with full honours, He was ac- 
corded a grand welcome, and 
was seated on a golden 
throne. The place where this 
celebration took place is even 
now called Vyalikaval (Vyali 
means swing and Kaval 
plaee). 









empe Gowda's sense of 

loyalty and his patriotic 
spirit was seen, when he sent 
his army to fight for 
Vijayanagara empire against 
Bhamini Sultan, The battle 
of Thallikota saw the fall of 
Vijayanagara empire, and the 
end of Yelahankha rulers, 
Kempe Gowda passed away 
in 1569, During a war, Kempe 
Gowda declared, “The aliens 
are waiting to swallow us at 














the borders of our empire, Let 
us have no quarrel among 
ourselves. Internal strife will 
ruin us.” These words stand 
relevant in today’s India. 





Saumya Sridhar, 
aged 9, 

Cluny Convent .S.S., 
Bangalore. 
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he mango is the 

favourite fruit of 
most Indians. Pecu- 
liarly, it is available 
in summer, when 
most other fruits are 
out of season. Its 
popularity has risen 
more s0, because it is 








now an excellent earner of foreign ex- 
change. The advances made in refrigera- 
tion, and improved transportation facitilies 
are responsible for the mango travellin 
all over the world. 

How lovely the mango is to look at! The 
skin looks smooth and polished. The col- 
our varies from light yellow to. crimson. 
The curve of the maigo is so subtle, that 
all shapes are possible — spherical, oval 
and elliptical. Mangoes with the smell of 
the melon, the peach, the pineapple, or the 
apricot are available. Such a variety in 
smell, taste and size are not found in any 
other fruit! 

















FRUITS 


the mango is considered holy in many 
parts of India, because of the 
belief that it was once the food of the gods. 
‘The marriage pandal is decorated with 
mango leaves and branches, Women in an- 
cient times decorated thei 



















homes 





with mango leaves and branches. 
Not long ago, women de 
hair with mango flowers. Mango 
juice is compared to the nectar that 


orated their 





flowed out of the ocean when the gods 
churned it, Poets of old, vied with 
each other in their praise of the 
mango. Many believe that Buddha took 
repose under a mango tree for some time. 
For sacrifices, next to sandal-wood, mango 
wood was preferred. 





{ 


roke. After the 
nightly meal, you are 
advised to drink a 
cup of warm milk 
along with green 
mango juice, to en- 
sure a peaceful sleep. 
The pulp of the 
ngo seed, pow- 
dered and added to 








he unripe mango, when converted into 
chutney is almost as delicious as the 
fruit, During summer, an excellent cool- 
drink can be had. Those who have the time 
and inclination, can crush a green mango 
in whey (the water in curd) and sweeten it 
with sugar. 
You can make another delicious drink 
Which is said to be an antidote for sun- 

















ice-cream, lends it 
irresistable flavour. 


an 


ndian Ayurvedic experts say, 

that many valuable medi- 
cines can be prepared from the 
mango. Certain types of asthma 
and diarrhoea are cured by the 
mango kernel, Foot cracks can 
be cured by the application of 
the juice of the unripe mango. 


‘angoes haye been seen in 

Arabia and Egypt from 
ancient times, The Egyptians 
called it Manja, probably taken 
from the Tamil word Manga 
Mango is a resident of India for 
the last four thousand years, 
The Portuguese loved the 
mango. They took it to their 
own country and tried to im- 
prove it, The Parsis of India 
added flavour to the fruit by 
their untiring research, 





The modern mango is very 
different from the ancient 
mango. ‘Today, we relish the 
taste of Pairie or Goa mango, 


because of the efforts of the Por- 
tuguese, Alfonse, the king of 
mangoes, owes its origin to the 
French. We must not forget the 
Muslim rulers of our country 
who took great care to nurture 
good varieties, by planting 
mango groves and improving 
them. Mango became the court, 
fruit of the Turkish kings. The 
mango gardens laid out by 
Akbar the Great are still re- 
membered, 


he strange thing about the 

mango tree, is that it grows 
in any kind of soil, though hilly 
slopes are most suitable, This 
fact has been taken advantage 
of by many countries, including. 
Brazil, Sudan, Persia and 
Egypt. Today we find mango 
groves in the United States of 
America too. 

According to some, the mango 
originated in the Deecan of In- 
dia, But there are other coun- 
tries that claim this honour, 


A. JOHN DORAIRAS 




















‘Anil: Gautham! Will you buy this tlle 
ing dog from me? 11 give it to you for a 
hundred rupees. 

Gautham: Talking dog? Huh! 1 don't 
‘want to buy this stupid looking dog. 

Dog: Please buy me, sir: Anil starves 
‘me and beats me often 

Gautham: Wow! It really talks! Why 
do you want to soll it for a mere hundred 






















‘Turnbridge English High School 
Bangalore-1 
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A. Can you name the states native to these 
Indian tribe: 

1. Sentinelese 

2. Badaga 

3, Santhals 

4, Nagas 








B. Here are four tribes that are not from Ind 
Can you tell which country 
they are from? 

1. Sioux 

2. Aborgines 

3. Maoris 

4, Hutus 

C. See if you can find out 
more about the tribal people 
living in our nation, ‘Try to 
find books about their art, 
folklore and traditional ways 
oflife. 





ANSWERS : A. 1-Andaman and Neobar sands. 
2. TamilNadu.3- Madhya Pradesh. - Nagaland. 
BB, 1 - Tho Onted States; 2 Ausra; 3 - Now 
Zealand: 4- Rwanda, 











CHITRA AT THE ARTHROPOD PARTY 


‘CHITRA WAS BUSY 








‘LULL 
MAKE THAT SNAPPING SOUND! 




















‘THE NEXT GUEST WAS CHIKKU, THE 
SPIDER CRAB. SHE HAD STUCK 
‘SEAWEEDS AND PLANTS ONTO HER. 







FREDDY, THE FRIENDLY FIDDLER 
CRAB, CAME IN WAVING HIS ONE, 
OUTSIZED CLAW. 














Fredy, ie it true that Honry i 
more closely related to spiders 
than to true crabs like us? 











© CHITRA AND HER COUSINS HAD A 
WONDERFUL TIME TOGETHER! _| 





ar mei nent ta a te et pia 
‘rope 








ou PADMA S --- 
BALAJIL IN THE ANDAMAN 


(Part 11) 


wos nota lt of fun fo be hang 
ing upside down in the dark. 
The forest was full of sudden 
noises. [wigs breaking, animals rustling 
through the underrewth. 

Balaji fought fo stay calm. “No, there 
‘are nio monslers here. | won't panic. | will 
getoul,” he thought. It was 0 ncisy proc 
«ss, lrying lo pull himself eight side up. 
He did not see the human who had 
sneaked up behind him. 

“AAAH!" yelled a voice. 

“AAAH!" yelled Balaji. 

“Now I'm dead meat. Its one of the 
poachers.” He felt someone lay a hand 
con his foot. It was a hesitant touch. The 
person wos speaking ina lanquoqe Bolt 
had never heard before. 

Bolojibeqan to hrash ond hick. Then 
the voice spoke in Hind. 

“Don't worry, Filet you go,” it said. 
He was released quite genlly. 


B alaji sal on the ground, rubbing his 
sore ankle and gazing ot his captor. 
Hwee o small boxy! Hh ote wos were 
curly ond he was wearing o ein cloth. 
He held a spear in one hand. 
“Noamaste,” said the boy. “What are 


‘you doing here?” 

Boloji exploined thal he was a visitor 
from the mainland, whe had been explor- 
{ng the jungle, and hod accidentally fallen 
inle the trap. 

The boy smiled and nodded. 

“Tman Onge,” he said. “Live in the 
Onge reserve, which is more than a few 
tiles from here. I decided to take along 
walk one day, when I spied a heat in the 
creek. | wos curious fo see fo whom il be- 
longed. Yesterday, when I returned, I dis- 
covered that the owners were crocodile 
poachers I decided fo stay overnight and 
catch them with a trop, if L could, | mis- 
tock your footsteps for theirs, so Hracked 
cond coughl you testaadl” 

He loughed softly, revealing while 
feeth that qleamed inthe fain! moonlight. 

“Te scen them, too. help you catch 
them if lean.” 

“Alpight, then, follow me SI- 
LENTLY,” cautioned the Onge boy. 


alaji marvelled a the boy's knewl- 
edge of the forest. He travelled so 
ropidly, barefoot, making nc noise af al 


Balaji wos so much slower and clumsien. 


Thebes ely picked wp the poscher’s 
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trail, 

“How smart he is!” thought Bala 
“The jig se lo povel secre ijn 
fo him, while I would never be able to 
survive hereall alone.” 

“They ane going to theie boat,” the 





boy whispered, 





brow a shoreut, You gt into th 


and unlie if, so they can't escape. I'll set 





apa few snores in thei poth and dey fo 
caleh them.” 

The large dou cance wos sthouel- 
fed against the creek bank. Balaji 


hen it 





crouched low and ran towards 





happened! He los! his foting and skid 


down making on cml noel 


Sus 4 whizzed past his car, Bul- 
The men hod guns! They had 


es PADMA: 


1y flat en the ground 


seen him. Bay 


und 





as bllels began to bck upthe 


Then he heard Kutli, Geod old Kuh. 





is 'm coming,” he was crying 
The next few minutes were filled with 
ind voices. There 
ish, Then silence. 
When Balaji daved to lift his head, 
everything was sill, Then he noticed thal 
Hallen across the path 
oiled the Onge 
the ground, beside Balaji "Luchy for us, 
that old tree crashed down af the right 


a confusion of n 









was a lerrifyi 









he right pce. I's branches 
Lnocked both the 
ss. Your y 










here was quick lo te them up 


and confiscate their quns. FIL 
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fake them back to the reservation, shall 


1? He can radio the police and coast 
quad born there.” 

“Thanks,” Bol called cul fo the boy. 
Js fo x00; oo" the hey 
4 luck getting back. C 
Juring the day, 








and visit n 









H alf an hour later, Kuti had re 
Jurned, and they were ing 
Bb 
grove ined imdll otal 


“Oh, slop complaining, Kuli, Whe 
are the Cnges?” 








i, you rally stink. Thal man= 







the many bibs that 






a 
eg PADMA'S. = 
‘ence occupied a large part of the 
‘Andamans. Many of them died after for 
iqners cameo the islands, bringing with 
them diseases, to which the Onges had 
ino resistance. Now there are fewer than 
two hundred of them.” 


“They livein reservations now? Like 





the American Indians?” 

"Ves, Balaji, Its quite sad, because 
they have lost their pride and their tradi- 
Fional way of life. We hove faben away 
theteconfindence, by nicking them fel 
thal we are progressive, and that they ore 
primitive and backward. Many cther 
tribes have dwindled greatly in number 
cand some, like the Ado Beare extinct. 
Only the tribes that remained ‘un- 
friendly’ and refused contact with the set- 
Hees have managed lo relain their cul- 


ture.” 


é ‘Wee im ease bn 
ly, Kull” 


NVM then choad ocage he ese 
paises on thas baad! The brome ose 
‘one example of a tribe that have man- 
ged lo minimize conlad wth our weed.” 

“Iden’t blame them foo much, Kuti. 
‘Wher wiafovea ois tess ol pecqrancad 





civilization onto somecne else, we are be- 
ing cruel and viclent, although we might 
not mean fo be. Violent in a way that is 
different from illin people with arrows, 
but destructive all the same.” Mil 

SiS Sp eres ss 





POTATO } MUN CHe* 


You need: 

3 boiled potatoes 

1 onion chopped 

1 tomato chopped 

1 tep. salt 

1 tsp. pepper 
¥6tsp. chilli powder 
3 tsp. oil 

Corjander leaves 


How to make it : 
Slice the potato in semi-cireular 
pieces, like you would slice an 
apple or a guava. 
‘Mix the salt, pepper and chilli 


4 powder ona plate. Roll the onion 


‘and potato slices in this mixture. 

Heat the oil in a tava. Drop 
the onion and potato into it, and 
fry till golden brown. Turn the 


| pieces over frequently. 


Garnish with tomato and co- 
riander. 
Makes a yummy dish for the 


evening. 
Vidya S., aged 14, 

Cluny Convent H.8., 
Bangalore. 
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Children will eat at 
restaurants, what 
they might refuse 

to eat at home. 





Eating out can make an 
exciting change from home- 
cooked food, but would your 
stomach agree with you? We 
spoke to Dr. R. Parthasarathy 
in Madras, to find out more 
about the habit of eating out, 
and what it does to our bodies. 
Gokulam : Do your children lke fast 
food? 

Dr. Parthasarathy ; Ofcourse, they do! 
‘ake them out to eat about once a month, 
‘They would like to do it more often, but 
‘we don't really get the opportunity 

Gokulam : What do you think of the 
concept of eating out? 

De, Parthasarathy : Ham not for it, 1 
see the effects of it in my own home, on 
ry children, as well as on my patients. The 
‘most frequent ailments are because of 
cating out, Amocbiasis, hyperacidity 

Gokulam ; What is hyperacidity? 

Dr, Parthasarathy ; The stomach wall 
in inritated by the extra spiey food you eat 
at restaurants, 

Gokulam + Are they 

DD. Parthasarathy : These two may not 
be serious ailments compared to the 











ous ailments? 








{intestinal infections you may catch 
Children have lesser resistance to such 
infections than adults. 

‘Gokulam : Do your children agree with 
‘you when you tell them this? 

Dr, Parthasarathy : They do nov since 
they have experienced this, But we do eat 
‘out once ina while 

Gokularn : Are fast foods healthy? 

Dr, Parthasarathy : Fast foods can 
bbehealthy, But you must see the onl 
tions in which they are prepared, 
‘When food is prepared in bull, rex 
taurantsmay not maintain standards 






so strictly. Asa result, hygeine is affected. 

Gokulam : Some fast foods have fresh 
vegetables in them, 

Dr. Parthasarathy = Yes, But food 
‘cooked in restaurants have some ameunt 
of soda in them. They are extra oily, spicy, 
and thus contain more salt. These can easly 
upset your stomach, 

Gokulam : So what you eat out is not 
good foo. 

Dr, Parthasarathy : Not necessarily. It 
fs important where you eat out. Children 
will eat at restaurants, what they might 
refuse 10 eat at home, That is because food 





Never cat food 
bought from 





vendors outside 





your school, 





lnmore attractively presented, and 
there is the excitement of eating out too. 1 
‘would suggest that these outings be planned 
and spaced out, And you should carry your 





drinking water with you. 

Gokulam : Why? 

Dr. Parthasarathy : Water is one of the 
‘main sources of infectious bacteria, Take 
drinking water from home with you, 
Wherever you go, Ailments can be kept 
away, then, 

Gokulam : What can we drink, sf we 
hhave not taken water with us? 





Dr. Parthasarathy 
‘ilk... anything that has been boiled, like 
tea. Boiling kills any bacteria present in 
the drink. 


Bottled drinks, 


Gokulam : You said that itisimportant 

where we eat, How do we decide that? 

Dr. Parthasarathy : Avoid 

‘ating at roadside shops and push 

carts. These are usually open to 

fMes, Never eat food bought from 

vendors outside your school, In 

fact, schoo! authorities should make 

sure that no food is sold around the 
school premises. 

Gokulam ; What kind of food should 
we eat everyday? 

Dr, Parthasarathy : Vegetables, fruits 
and less oil. Iti good to cat in lesser 
‘quantities, andl more frequently. You should 
have a snack oF two between meals. You 
‘ean have bread, boiled potatoes or boiled 
‘hanna, fresh fruit, salads 

Gokulam : ....and chocolates, ice 

Dr. Parthasarathy (laughs) : Snacking 
con chocolates, ice-creams and cream- 
biscuits is not good. They are nice once in 
while. Afterall, we eat to live and not 





live to eat! 


SANDHYA SRIDHAR 
Conuanast 6 8D 








Dear Editor, 
@ 1 completely agree with S 
Shridevi (Can you spare a Minute?, 
December °94 issue). What isthe fu 
ture of our country today? Indians 
themselves seem to think of their 
country as inferior. 

Many foreign countries observe 
strict discipline. Littering the streets 
s strictly prohibited. But just look 
at our roads. People are lazy to walk 
to a dustbin just (wo feet away to 
dump the rubbish, Moreover, spit- 





























People should be fined heav 
they dirty roads and public places. 
Aardra Patil, aged 12, 

Bombay - 25. 





it 


Dear Editor, 

@ We all say that India is our coun- 

try, and that All Indians are our broth- 

cers and sisters, But we see so many 
people ill-treating their servants, 

Is this right? 
J. Rosita, aged 10, 
Madras 





Dear Editor, 
J In Bangalore, 1 see 
advertisement sheets nailed 
‘onto trees. I hate this 

vandalism, Tt 
should 


be stopped by pun- 







mone regprtnere 
S. Kamala, FicTION! 
Vidyalaya, 
Bangalore, 


Dear Editor, 

@ L agree with R 

Gita’s viewpoint in the 

January issue. Money 

has become more 

valuable-than human 
life. 

Recently, a thief killed an old lady 

in her house in broad daylight, and 

took away all her valuables. 

The police should be more vigi- 
Jant and watchful 

‘Aarthi Muralidaharan, 

aged 14, Church Park, 

Madras. 








Dear Editor, 
Tdo not agree with. R, 


vat 


Sriprasanna’s views 


in the a 















ruary issue. India has no facilities to 
encourage deserving and brilliant 
people, unless they are very rich, of 
course! 
‘The professions you can get into 
easily, are politics and films. 
Amrin Dawood, 
Bangalore - 560 034. 


Dear Editor, 
(1 disagree with Sriprasanna. In- 
dia's big problem is unemployment 
So it is natural that people go else- 
where to eam a living. And they ean 
higher salaries too. So what's 
wrong? 
T. Manuel Arun, aged 15, 
Madurai - 625 016 and 
Merlita Pinto, 
Mangalore - 4, 
4 
Dear Editor, 
() Lagree with Sriprasanna, How 
will our country grow prosperous if 
talented young people migrate? 
S. Gayathri, aged 16, 








(1) 1°s good to study abroad, but one 

should return to one’s own country 
to work 

Vasundhara Bhat, 

Bangalore - 560 094. 


Dear Editor, 
@ Vagree with Aarthi (February is- 
sue). Most people today are careless 
in what they do. 

G. Dhivya, aged 11, 
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St. Joseph's Mat. School, 
Coimbatore. 


Dear Editor, 
@This is with reference to Aarthi’s 
letter. The repairman was really care 
less in working without swit 





the main. 
HY. 
Nagashree, 
Bhadravathi - shows 
577302. BE FINED 
FOR THISre 
a. 
Dear Editor, 


The repairman should be severely 
punished for his carelessness, 
Vinayak M. Honovarkar, aged 
13, Goa - 403 804 and Shobha 
Hegde, Bombay - 400 094 





Dear Editor, 
‘Though the repairman was care- 
less, it was not his intention to kill 
the lady. 1 am not defending him. 
One should be very careful while 
doing one’s work. 
Savitha Swaminathan, 
Calcutta - 700 029. 





Who is a gourmet? 
A gourmet is a person who knows a lot 

about good food and cooking. He is one 

‘who is an expert in good wines too. A gourmet enjoys 
cating good food. 


What is a hamburger? 
A hamburger is a round patty made of minced meat. Itis 

: usually eaten between rolls of bread or buns, with salad in 
between, and mustard sauce. 

Now vegetarians can eat burgers too. The veg-burger, with 

the vegetable patty instead of the meat one, is very popular in 

India. 


What is a pizza? 
A pizza is a round flat piece of dough, baked with different 
toppings. Onions, cheese, tomatoes, and other vegetables are 





92 commana ss 


Couer feature 




















scattered on top, and baked in an oven, 


What are French fries? 
Long thin slices of potato are deep fried in oil or 
fat, till crisp and golden, These are French fries. 


What isa salad? 


A salad is a mixture of uncooked vegetables, eaten along with a 
‘main meal, But nowadays, health-concious people eat salad asa meal in 
itself, 

‘A very simple salad can be made from sliced tomatoes, onions and 
cucumber, with a dash of lime. Another healthy salad can be made from 


raw bean sprouts, with salt and lime juice added to it. 
‘What is cordon bleu? 


tis an award given to a cook or a restaurant for high quality, 
ood cooking, Thus, you have condon bleuchefs or cordon 


FOOD FACTS 


bleurestaurants. 


‘What is Bhel Purit 
Bhel puri is a North Indian chat that is served fast, 

and makes a tasty snack, It contains crumbled puris, grated 

mango, carrot, bits of boiled potato and onions, ete. and 

is mixed with a sweet and a hot chutney. Eaten 


instantly, itis crunchy, and is quite a healthy 
snack. D 
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INTINUE THE STORY COMPETITION] 








mma was standing at the 
balcony; looking at the busy 
‘scene below her. We live on 
‘the second floor ofan apart- 
mart block that overlooks one of the 
busiest main roads in our city. Amma 
‘and \love to look at the people rushing to 
land fro, the honking care, two-wheelers, 
‘the bullying buses, and once in a while, 
‘the wall ofthe siren followed by a speed 
Ing V.LP. car. 
That evening, | was busy wrestling 
over a difficult maths sum while amma 
leaned over the bannisters, enjoying the 
cool breeze. 
‘Suddenly, | heard her volce urgently 
call out, “Shruthil Shruthil™ 
Hooked up. Ammawas almost bend- 
Ing double looking at something below. 
“Careful, ammal” | called, only to 
have my words drowned by a resounding 
Gragh and crunch of metal. An accident 


F eot up and on 











to the balcony. 

“What happened? 
Whar hay 

“Shruthil” amma 
whispered, “See that 
man?” 

“Which man, 
amma 


“That_man in the 
blue shirt,” amma said, 
"See, he's the only one 
walking quickly away 
from the accident: 
Yeo, | saiv him. | 
could see just the top 
of his head, as the man 
quickly wove his way in 
and out of the crowd. 
People walking on the 
pavement inboth direc 
‘tions had either 
stopped, turned, or 
slowed down, But this 


THE ACCIDE 


g 
E 
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‘man could be seen in a separate blur of 
‘motion, walking quickly through the crowd. 

“Amma,”| said, “He's got something 
In his hand. Can you see? It’s flashing 


‘Amma looked. 
“I can't see anything,” she sald, 


‘The man stopped suddenly, and 
‘tamed. He was looking at the scene of 
the accident. Then, Inoticed something 
moreabout him. Hehadnolefthand|The 
sleeve hung empty, where his left: arm 
should have been, 

“Amma,” | gasped, “Look!” 

“What?” she asked, a8 she tured. 
She had been watching the white car 
that had rammed Into the road divider 
Ina freak accident. 

But, before she could really look, the 
man in the blue shirt turned a comer, 
and was gone, 

The white Maruti 1000 had crashed 
right through the metal divider. It must 
have been going pretty fast, 

“How did that happen, amma?” | 
asked. 

“1 really don't know,” she replied 
slomy. “The traffic was moving quite 
‘smoothly, when this car, for no reason, 
‘suddenly turned and rammed right Into 
the diider” 

“Oh,” | said, “And why did you want 
‘me tolook at the man in the blue shirt?” 

"He's been here from the morning,” 
she said. 

“What? | gasped. 





““Tnat man had been standing at 
‘that bus stop from the morning," amma 
81d, "Ifound every strange. leaw Fim, 
wher looked out inthe morning, Hewas 
there after you and appa left for school 
and office, He was there in the after- 
noon. And even now, he was casually 
standing, leaning against the bus-stop 
pillar” 


“oni 
“And suddenly, after the accident, 
therehe |e, moving away, a8 though ajob 
has been done” 
"Mummy," | asked slowly, "What are 
you trying to say?” 


# AM as sr Bo 
cnn ews 
Ne Selatan nde 
welts ae aioe eee 
eee ree 
Visraonans 
Tha ast tn sini us 
sion etek toes etal oe 
Even Shank Ree coves tee 
pelp ep ompegiery 
sated tokcoaaaeracs 
tea feats tess ora nome 
peelliserdhc land ek pereg 
entries sentnate nae 
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revenge on the villan, belonging to the 
criminal gang ao he did, Was this 
2, something like that? At the accl 








dent spot, people made way for the 
ot 





her carrying the injured drWver. 
uddenly, my heart almoet. stopped 
ting! There It was! 

The same circular bald spot on hie 
headl 


Soon che ambulan 


the crowd disappeared. 





oped off, and 





The damaged 








Herearethe rues — 
|. Contrwe he sry, bu donot complet it 
2.Yourentyshoudnotbe above 200 words. 


Thebestenty wilreceve a prizn of Rs 50/-, 
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car wae towed away. | couldn't concen 
trate on anything else, after that. 

|was unusually qulet that night, and 
Went to bed early. | couldn't sleep prop- 
erly. | dreamt that | was tied to a pole, 
and around me danced men with spears 
‘and swords, All of them had circular 
bald patches on their heads. Suddenly 
‘one of them thrust: hls spear Into my 
otomach, 

woke up with a start, The clock 
showed ten, 

“Oh, mummy!" | cried, “Gchool must: 
have started! Why didn't you wake me 
up?" 

“It's Sunday today, silly,” 
mother replied. 

quickly had a bath, dressed, and 
ate my breakfast, Then, restless, and 
with nothing to do. | strolled over to a 
park. A vendor stood by hie cart, roast: 
Ing peanuts, | bought some for a rupee, 

‘All the benchee In the park were 
‘occupied. | walked on, popping the pea: 
huts into my mouth. As the last of them 
disappeared, | realized that | was hold: 
Ing the paper cone in my hand, It was a 
sheet torn from the Front: page of an old 
newspaper. And the headlines across it 
‘screamed. THE BALD-HEADEDLEAGUE 
STRIKES AGAIN! 


DI auicky spread out the paper on 
a concrete bench. | almost forgot to 
breathe In my excitement. 


THE BALD-HEADED LEAGUE! 
STRIKES AGAIN! 

Popular actress Ms, Indu, was Kid= 
inapped on her way home, at six o' clock 
last evening. Eyewitnesses say they 
w two men bearing resemblances to 
member of the bald-headed league, 
drive away In a blue Maruti, 

This incident ha been sensational, 
fort has been the second of ite Kind In 
the space of a week, The first victim, 
Mr 








‘The paper had been torn off at thie 
polnt to make the cone for the peanuts, 
| tured the paper over. It was the bot 
‘tom of a page, and | could find no news 
Paper name or date, 

Excited, | ran out of the park to- 
wards my home. Suddenly | sto 
jotunned. There was the one-hatided man. 
standing at the same epot he had stood 
before, when thofirst accidenthad taken 
place, 

But before | could react, a blue Am= 
bassador came roaring down the road. | 
stepped back just inthe nick of time to 

id being run over. The car tured and. 











ratiried Into the divider, just ao the 
Maruti had done before. 
This month's winner is. 





vid 
Congrats, Shyamala! 
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HI Kips! 
KORES HELPS you GO FISHING AT HOME... 





Stick with Pritt The international favourite! 





‘SOME MEN ARE BORN TO ENJOY THE 
EXQUISITE THING IN LIFE 


Sraveph 


Shirts & Trousers 

Onty at 

41-42, Bhaiya Complex, 

286, Purasawalkam High Road, 
Madras -600 007. Phone : 6428986 





